| SPENT $100,000 
ON WOMEN 


By Eddie ‘‘Cleanhead’’ Vinson 





| WAS A ‘STREETWALKER’ FOR 2,000 NIGHTS 


Rv Hilda Simme 





Style No. 163 

Dance drama in yarn-dyed 
rayon taffeta. Soft-shirring 
and elegant cording play 
up your feminine curves, 
emphasized by a tight, 
high midriff. 

Slate biue or black. 


Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 


1198 


Sizes: 38-50 


12.98 


Style No. 157 

Draped and jewel-touched 
rayon crepe skillfully 
draped and shirred. New 

; from its brief stand 
collar to the top of 

its overskirt. 

Turquoise, black. 


10-20 


1298 


Sizes: 38-46 


13.98 


Style No. 183 

Yarn-dyed rayon taffeta with 
jewel-sparked fluted pocket and 
dancing skirt. Cap sleeves, 
pocket and fringed stole 

faced with white taffeta. 

A dream in aqua or navy. 


Sizes 9-17 
10-20 


1398 


Sizes: 38-46 


14.98 


FLEETWOOD Ltd. 


h me the styles in- __ Styles No. Size 


t Enclosed 
for postage 


__1st Color Choice 


Style No. 208 

Dress and 

matching stole. 

Navy with red, 

or beige with 

Drown. Rayon and 

nylon butcher linen- 
crease-resistant, 
pre-shrunk, and 
guaranteed washable. 


Sizes: 9-17 1298 


10-20 


Sizes: 38-46 13.98 


Style No. 161 
Reversible coat of 
heavy rayon bengaline. 
Fashion-fringed. 

Navy and beige or 
black and beige. 


Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 


1798 


Sizes: 38-50 


18.98 
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Style No. 164 

Yarn-dyed rayon taffeta alight 
with a jewelled pin! Darting 
sunbursts ‘round your 

midriff flaring 

out to a 

waltz skirt 

Cherry red 

peacock 


Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 


1098 


Sizes: 38-46 


11.98 


® 


Style No. 263 
Crease-resistant pre-shrunk, 
rayon and nylon butcher 
linen and lace. Guaranteed 
washable. Lime, navy, grey. 


Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 


1198 


Sizes: 38-50 


12.98 


Style No. 1209 

White dress with navy polka- 
dot lined reversible stole or 
Navy dress with red polka 
lined reversible stole. 
Superfine rayon 

faille. 


Sizes: 9-17 
10-20 


1498 


Sizes: 38-46 


15.98 





Style No 

Sailor-collares 

Cuffed two-piece 

~ young dise-ty 
jacket and taf 

Skirt. In navy org 

a Crease-res 
~\ rayon butcher 


Sizes 


7 











Living’s pretty well cushioned 
nowadays by people you never see 
— thousands and thousands of spe- 
cialists in product development, . 
employed by brand names manu- 
facturers to win your favor. 


Look who works for you all the 
time!—armies of scientists, doctors 
and chemists; dieticians, cosmeti- 


YO U'R = PAM Pp E ad E D cians and stylists; engineers, de- 


signers and researchers. And all to 

an much more protect you from inferiority . . . all 

soul to safeguard your health, promote 

ont than you know your comfort, lighten your labors, 

a brighten your morale, sharpen your 

resend appetite, polish up your looks, and 
boost your ego. 


See what we mean? 





Formula for pleasant living: 
follow the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N.Y. 





WANT PROTECTION ? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 














the weather... 


the 

more 
need for 
Tampax 


You put away your furs, your wools, 
your winter clothes in the summertime. 
Why should you tie yourself to some- 
thing as hot, as uncomfortable, as 
unnecessary as the whole bulky belt-pin- 
pad harness? 

Free yourself... with Tampax. This 
internal method of sanitary protection 
is not only comfortable all year round, 

but ideal in warm weather. The 

WOBELTS Tampax can’t be seen, can’t 

Weliwee even be felt, once it’s in place. 

Tampax doesn’t chafe, doesn’t 

irritate—and it even prevents 

odor from forming. Best of all, you can 
bathing while wearing Tampax. 

Think what a difference that makes to 
your vacation and week-end plans. You 
feel you can plan anything, go anywhere, 
ny time! A whole month’s supply of 
[Tampax goes into your purse, pm no 
packing problem. And Tampax is so 
easy to dispose of. 

Drug and notion counters everywhere 
sell Tampax in your choice of 3 absorb- 
encies: Regular, Super, Junior. Tampax 
Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 








Accepted for Advertising 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association 
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FIVE STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
ii hic kheberinns deed haeemeRemRnNEh nade wes 16 


Laurie wanted all of the security of marriage with none of its responsibilities, 
but one fling of high living convinced her that being a wife is a full-time job. 
is nn oe dak ean ene es ene taeeadaes ehwines 19 
Johnny had always loved his women and left them and it might have been that 
way even with Cindy had he not accidentally discovered that $5,000 check stub. 
EI OT ETE eT ee ne ere 26 
Determined not to repeat the mistake of her mother, Marilyn married for se- 
curity, not love, but her husband's death opened her eyes to what she had missed. 
id eo ning hale cigtikeawew swear eee aeeeen meee. 30 
Forgetting his wife and child, Wellington engaged in a pan affair with his 
pretty secretary, but that knock on her door brought him to his senses. 
isn cic esau neon tens 6ee bees cebu eeeeaeehenet= 34 


Making a god of money, Sara devoted all of her energies to acquiring it, only 
to find that the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow was empty without love. 
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Are Women Really The Weaker Sex?.............ccccccccccccccccees 10 
Coming back from vacation to find a woman in his job, Spence was furious, 
only to learn that what he called the weaker sex was not as weak as he thought. 

I Was A ‘Streetwalker’ For 2,000 Nights.............. By Hilda Simms 22 
Because she played the lead in “Anna Lucasta” so convincingly, actress Hilda 
Simms found many people thought she acted the same way in her private life. 

I Spent $100,000 On Women............. By Eddie “Cleanhead” Vinson 28 
Blues-singing, saxophone player tells how he threw away a fortune on wine and 
women but says that from now on, he is going to stick to his songs. 


How Long Should A Good night Kiss Last?...............22seceeeeees 32 
Popular personalities of entertainment world have varying opinions on age-old 
question but all agree that kissing is much more fun without a stop-watch. 
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DEARLY 


AREA 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 


By Frances Jackson 
EAR MRS. JACKSON: My problem 


is not an original one, nor do I ex- 
pect an original answer from you, but I 
am hoping that you will help me in some 
way. Without mincing words or color- 
ing facts, I am, what is laughingly 
called, the “other woman.” I am not 
proud of this title but am so blinded by 
love that I am willing to take the shame 
and humility that accompany it. 

My lover is basically a good man and, 
although it may seem odd, I think of 
myself as,a decent person, too. He is 
married to a woman who no longer loves 
him but is unwilling to let her society 
friends know that he no longer loves her 
either. He has begged for a divorce but 
she will not give it to him. 

That leaves us sneaking our moments 
together and making a sordid affair out 
of good clean love that if given a chance 
would be beautiful and decent. I sound 
exactly like a frustrated woman and I 
guess I am, mainly; I’m just a woman 
in love who is willing to do anything to 
be with her man. Please help me. 

SYLVIA J. 
Dear Sylvia: 

You were right in thinking that I 
cannot give you an original answer to 
your problem. No doubt you have 
solved it yourself by continuing to see 
this man who is so obviously married 
and want me to sanction or approve 
your decision. In that you are due for a 
disappointment for I certainly would 
never suggest that anyone carry on an 
affair with a person who is married and 
should have obligations elsewhere. 

Remember that no matter how much 
aman may (Continued on Page 82) 
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Marriages may be made in heaven 
but they must be lived on earth. 
And Mrs. J—finds it more livable if 
she lets nothing mar her charm. 
Like unpleasant breath, for example. 
Not for her, makeshifts that deodor- 
ize temporarily! She lets Listerine, 
with its lasting effect, look after her 
breath . . . lets it accent her sweet- 
ness, heighten her appeal, day in, 
day out. Why don’t you make this a 
must in daily grooming? It certainly 
pays off in added attractiveness. 


Lasting Effect 


You see, Listerine instantly 





Listerine kills bacteria by millions, 
gives you lasting antiseptic protec- 
tion against bad breath. 


Listerine Clinically Proved 
Four Times Better Than Tooth Paste 


Is it any wonder Listerine Antiseptic 
in recent clinical tests averaged at least 
four times more effective in stoppin 
bad breath odors than the chlorophyll 
products or tooth pastes it was tested 
against? Gargle Listerine Antiseptic 
every morning .. . every night... 
before every date. 





stops bad breath, and keeps 


it stopped usually for hours 


He Tooth Paste Kilts Odor Germs Like This . . . instantly 





on end .. . four times better 
than cooth paste. It’s the 
extra-careful precaution 
against offending that 
countless fastidious people 
really rely on. 

Notooth paste, ofcourse, 
is antiseptic. Chlorophyll 
does not kill germs—but 





Listerine Antiseptic does what no tooth paste 
does— instantly kills bacteria, by millions— 
stops bad breath instantly, and usually for 
hours on end. Bacterial fermentation of pro- 
teins which are always present in the mouth is 
by far the most common cause of bad breath. 
Research shows that breath stays sweeter 
longer depending on the degree to which you 
reduce germs in the mouth. 





4 times better than any tooth paste 





A Product of The Lambert Company 


LISTERINE ANTISEPTIC STOPS BAD BREATH 








HOW CAN YOU HAVE 
LONG, NATURALLY 
ATTRACTIVE HAIR 


Smooth, Soft, Growing 
out Rich and Healthy? 











Science gives the answer: 
It all depends on the na- 
ture and condition of 
your scalp. Inother words, 
you can have perfect hair 
only if your scalp is ready 
and able to make it so. 


Millions of people are learn- 
ng that when they seek bet- 
er looking hair they must 
hink about the condition of 
he scalp too. They are also 
earning the amazing facts 
about Sulfur-8 Hair and Scalp 
Conditioner and how it works 
o beautify the hair. 


THE POWER OF SULFUR-8 


A Great Wonder Drug Formula 


mous doctors all over the world have 
een the wonders worked by sulfur for 
ny hair and scalp conditions. A new 
ientific achievement has now brought 
t the very strength of sulfur in a spe- 
11 potent form called polysulfides. This 





marvelous “super-sulfur” is the wonder 
drug featured in the great Sulfur-8 Hair 
and Scalp Conditioner formula. Only 
Sulfur-8 has that sensational formula! 





> DOUBLE ACTION 

= \ Works Two Ways — 
2 On Hair and Scolp 

x 1. BENEFITS 2. BEAUTIFIES 


of 








something wonderful happens 


when Sulfur-8 goes to work to help hair and scalp 


What a thrill it is to get admiring glances 
nd compliments about the beauty of 
ir hair! Yes, you are really at your 
est when your hair is a glorious crown 
your charm— soft and radiant...look- 
ing so smooth and full and 
magnificently long. 

But your hair can’t look 
right if certain conditions 
‘are wrong! 

Sulfur-8 can’t give you 
1 new scalp, nor make your hair grow or 

longer than your scalp allows, but 
when used in time, it usually works 
nders on many conditions that may 
»Ild your hair back from looking its best. 
So, watch out for the warning signs: 





ULFUR-8 


HAIR and SCALP CONDITIONER 


u GLOSS-8 — The Pressing Oil for superior results 
Also 
*© || SULFUR-8 SHAMPOO — There's nothing better! 


6 


Maybe your scalp itches or feels “tight” 
from dryness. Does your hair seem dull 
and dead-looking? Could be, the break- 
ing off and frizzy split ends of your 
brittle-dry hair makes it look rough and 
short. Act fast when you see those signs! 
When you use Sulfur-8 as directed, 
notice how soon that vitalizing massage 
action makes your scalp feel more alive 
and healthy, and how your hair begins 
to look longer, thicker, and softer. Those 
ugly dandruff flakes seem to disappear 
and your hair just seems to glow with 
new richness and lustre. Yes, Sulfur-8 
makes a big, wonderful difference! 
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HE PRONOUNCED emotionalism 

which reached its high point in July 
continues into August but not to the 
same extent, as there will be a notice- 
able tapering off as the month advances. 
The sign of Leo, with its more positive, 
commanding and regal qualities, swings 
into the center of the star stage. 

Leo is the sign of the heart and Au- 
gust can truly be termed the time of 
“lover’s delight” because it favors the 
beginning of what the ladies like to con- 
sider as the ideal time for true mating 
and attachment. This is the time when 
two hearts beat as one and when there 
is an inner feeling that the loved one is 
the one and only love of a lifetime. 

Wise is the young woman who takes 
this into account for she will form a 
happy romantic attachment at this time 
or else have a love affair that has al- 
ready begun, become serious enough to 
end in a marriage proposal. 

The planets are really cooperative in 
their support of friendships, engage- 
ments and marriages in August. The 
sun is in Leo, his own natural sign and 
place in the zodiac. This is highly 
stimulating to the love life of the male 
population, particularly those of the 
timid type who, deep in their hearts 
yearn to be of the Romeo-type. They 
will gain sufficient self-confidence to be- 
come bold and daring enough to seek 
and ask for the hand of the lady of their 
choice. 

Venus, planet of romance, engage- 
ments and marriages, moves through 
her owg sign, Libra, from the ninth of 
the month onward. Libra is the natural 
sign of mating, marriage and partner- 
ship and also (Continued on Page 82) 
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how ee proposed 


BY MRS. JOHNNY HODGES 


—— EVERY girl at some time 
or other has looked up a fellow 
because a girl friend of hers has talked 
so much about him. That’s how I first 
saw Johnny Hodges at the Cotton Club 
where Duke Ellington’s band was booked 
for a four-month stretch—and where I 
was a chorine. 
I had just come back from a year and 
a half in Europe. When I started out 
with the Blackbirds group, I was thrilled 
with the prospect of going abroad, but 
my hot temper got me into trouble. 
There was a saying in the troupe that 
it was a quiet week when I wasn’t fired 
at least six times. But at last one of the 
“you’re fired” announcements took and 
I found myself in London without a job. 
I had wanted to see Europe and saw 
no reason for heading back to New 
York right away. I didn’t have a hard 
time getting a job. So I spent some 
time in London and then went on to 
wonderful, beautiful Paris where I spent 
several months. 
It was in Paris that I made friends 
with another dancer who talked so much 


of Johnny Hodges. When I finally landed 
back in New York to dance in the line 
at the Cotton Club and found Johnny 
booked there, I asked someone to point 
him out to me. It was just a feminine 
impulse prompted by curiosity. Even 
though Johnny was a “name” then, I was 
sort of out of touch with the band per- 
sonalities and had no idea what he 
looked like. Then we were finally intro- 
duced. I had imagined that he would 
be tall, suave, sophisticated. You know 
how girls always picture that “dream 
guy.” But Johnny, as you know, is short, 
very quiet and quite reserved. So the 
meeting caused no sparks at all. 

But four months is a long time. And 
finally, there came a chance meeting 
that found Johnny and me falling into 
conversation. He had been abroad once 
with Duke Ellington’s orchestra and the 
band was getting ready for another 
European jaunt. We talked about places 
we'd both been, experiences we had on 
the Continent. 

He was going back to Europe and I 
had just re- (Continued on Page 68) 











about BURNS 


DON’T “butter” a burn. Butter be- 
comes rancid, breeds bacteria and 
burned tissues can absorb germs. 


DO apply a mild, soothing film of 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly — con- 
tains no toxic substances. 


DON’T puncture blisters—punc- 
turing invites infection. 

00 apply ‘Vaseline’ Petroieum Jelly 
to block out airborne bacteria, after 
cleansing with mild soap and water 
or a mild antiseptic. If burn is deep 
SEE A DOCTOR. 


DON’T use a tight bandage on even 
simple burns. 


DO use a loose bandage of sterile 
gauze smeared with soothing 
‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly. If hands 
are burned, remove rings or watch 
bands which might restrict circu- 
lation. 


DON’T ever be without ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly! Used in hospitals 
and clinics, it’s the modern, medi- 
cally-approved first-aid for minor 
burns. 


DO put a jar or tube of ‘Vaseline’ 
Petroleum Jelly in your medicine 
chest. And another in the kitchen 
where most burns occur. Only 15¢. 


THE VASELINE 
BRAND IS YOUR 
GUARANTEE OF 





Simple, safe, soothing 


ve FIRSEAID KITie2 


Look for the trade mark VASELINE, 
owned by the Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 
and you can be sure the product's pure. 
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PERSUNALITY OUASSES 


Ne. 317 
DAISY 
DREAM 


Diamond 

type jewels 

twinkle in the delicate Mother-of- 
Pear! Daisies that ornament this 
beauty. A i frame for 
come-hither’’ eyes. Your choice of 
Brown of Black frames. A “must” 
for special occasions. 


LEATHERETTE CASE 


with every pair of glasses 


Me. 222 BEAU CATCHER DELUXE \ 
The only genuine optical Bops 

with real GOLD FILLED trim. 

Black or Shell frames. $g95 


Same Style as above for MEN 


Ne. 519 DUKE 
Ne. 219 DUKE DELUXE (60LD FILLED) 9 











We. SIT A 

BATE BAIT. 
Glittering, 

24 K. Gold plated 
bow- knots bait your 
trap neatly. 
Seductively beautiful 
on Black, Brown, Bive 
or Pink. Pearl frames. 


“REG. U.S. $395 
PAT. OFF. 





poems of 
devotion 


REPEAT PERFORMANCE 


We owned one spring together, 
Your lips were sweet and cool, 
And I was far too much in love 
To know I played the fool. 


Then love turned into summer, 
And all the world was bright 
With blossom and with romance 
Each lovely, starry night. 


We shared one bright October, 

The leaves were gold and red; 

And gold and crimson were the words 
In autumn, that you said. 


And then there came December, 
The year was at an end— 
So was your love, but I can wait 


Another spring, my friend. 
—Violet Emslie Osler 


GRATITUDE 
In parting it was you, 
With unkind word, 
Who set the mask 
Which now is my face. 


How foolish in you 

Never to know you touched 
Not my heart and now again 
I am so in love! 


—Bill Smallwood 


BONFIRE 


I burned my bridges darling, 
Because | thought that I 

Would no more need your loving 
Or want you stopping by 


ak oe se 
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Swerman opticat co.,201M Market St.,Newark 2,".1.! | 1 watched the blaze leap madly 








Me. 106 GLAMOUR BOP-TOP 
Saucy eyes dance demurely behind 
giasses of smart simplicity. Choose Bive 
or Pink Pear! frames for your feminine 
moments— Brown Shell or Black for your 


Career Giri days. $395 


HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 


201 Market St Newark 2 





-4 Please send C.0.D. Style No 

| bens Color Frame Color 

| Name 

| Address 

| City... ... Zone State 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 








And laughed with childish glee, 
To think that you no longer 
Had any hold on me. 


Now, strangely, I am crying, 
But somehow through my tears, 
I’m busy building bridges 
To last through all our years. 
—Violet Emslie Osler 
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Letters To The Editor 


‘WHITE MAN FOR SALE’ 

Just read your story of “White Man For 
Sale.” First, I would like to say that I am not 
prejudiced in the least. However, I don’t see 
why any girl of any race would want George, 
who has no mind of his own, is a mother’s boy 
too lazy to work, and is weak and afraid of the 
world. And to top it off, is expecting some 
colored woman with money to take care of him. 
I would like to know what his story is. 

There are too many men of our own race a 
woman could take care of—that is, if she wants 
love so badly she is willing to buy it. And as 
far as making a living is concerned, he didn’t 
know how, which is a poor excuse for a white 
man who has all the advantages in the South. 

If he’d rather paint pictures than try to make 
a living at something better, then let him 
starve. He doesn’t deserve another chance. He 
has wrecked one girl’s life and that should be 
an example for some of us wise ones. “Thanks 
for your tip, George, you sissy.” 

Miss L. C. Stassen 
Ogden, Utah 


I am a great reader of TAN and I have been 
reading it since 1950. I don’t miss a month and 
I think they are great. I just finished reading 
“White Man For Sale” and I really don’t feel 
sorry for him because he knew in the first place 
about segregation in the South and he shouldn’t 
live a comfortable life. Another story which 
was great was “Easy To Love.” It was really 
good and [ hope it will help some one from 
making the same mistake. 

Mrs. Frank J. Moore 
Memphis, Tenn. 


I am in the Air Force stationed overseas in 
Greenland, Thule Air Force Base. TAN is the 
best magazine I have ever read. In your May 
issue there is an article “White Man For Sale.” 


I do not believe in segregation. So I say this: 
“Yes, you are a real gold digger.” What right 
do you have to put a price tag on a Negro 
woman, then ask her to be your wife? 

You are not a man, mother’s little boy. 
Sharlie and your heart knew what to do. But 
no, you did what mother said. That is why 
Sharlie is not living now. I say no woman in 
her right mind would take you as a companion 


for life. 
A/2C Willie Wilburn 
Greenland 


HAZEL SCOTT 

Again I find it a great pleasure to comment 
on your fine magazine. This time it is “I Have 
Love And My Career” by Hazel Scott. She is 
the talented pianist-wife of a U. S. Congress- 
man and says that it is possible to have a suc- 
cessful career and a happy marriage but it 
takes careful planning and cooperation by both 
principals. 

Hazel has not abandoned the concert stage or 
show business, but neither has she neglected 
her family duties. TAN is just like talking to 
people all over the States and hearing their 
stories from start to finish, which helps solve 
many problems. 

Miss Alsacia L. Johnson 
Weimar, Tex. 


LIKES CHILD CARE 

After reading the Child Care article “Are 
You Cruel To Your Child?” by Dr. Edward 
Beasley in the May issue of TAN, I was so 
impressed that I decided to write in and con- 
gratulate our people or. their sincere and valu- 
able articles. So many others, myself and my 
two children see children every day that seem 
to have no advantages, but love in God and love 
from their parents is far above those children 





who supposedly are living under ideal condi- 
tions. 

It is so true that we can be much crueler 
parents than those whom we think are just 
terrible to their children. That is why “we 
should not judge, lest we be judged.” I sin- 
cerely enjoy your magazine but do wish our 
people would not be so prejudiced against 
light-skinned people—after all, they are still 
Negroes and have the same blood as we. 

Mrs. George. W. Burden 
Saginaw, Mich. 


STORIES END TOO SOON 

We're all 15 and read each and every one of 
the Johnson publications. But we are writing 
to tell you we enjoy your stories in TAN very 
much. The one and only fault we find is that 
the stories always seem to end just when some- 
thing thrilling starts to happen. May we please 
have a few long stories that are exciting all 
the way through? 

In your April issue we all marveled over the 
story “Devil In My Heart”. Let’s keep up the 
good work. 

Lynn Elaine Taylor 
LaDon Diane Roberts 
Sherry Ann Bishop 
Colleyne Marie Warren 
Gary, Indiana 


‘SLAVE TO PASSION’ 

I have just finished reading “Slave To Pas- 
sion” and think it is one of the best love 
stories that I’ve ever read. It makes your heart 

and break and also brings tears to your 
eyes. There are dozens of things that I can say 
concerning that wonderful story, but I'll say 
“It’s bad that you never miss your water until 


the well runs dry.” 
Barbara E. Pass 
Fairfield, Ala. 
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ARE 
WOMEN 
REALLY 

THE 
WEAKER 

SEX! 








Coming back from vacation to find a woman in his job, Spence was furious only to 


diseover later that what he had called the weaker sex wasn’t as weak as he thought. 


| TOOK AN instant disliking to Kay 

E Burton. She had not done anything 
me personally; it was the first time I 
er laid eyes on her. But she was a 
»man; she had no business in the city 
ym of a large weekly newspaper. 
lt was my first day back from vaca- 
n and when I walked into the office, 
re she was sitting at my typewriter 
me side of the big horseshoe-shaped 


lesk. I went around greeting all the 

llows, making jokes about getting back 

the old grind, but all the time keeping 
inquisitive eye on the stranger. 


E : 

“Let's not talk about work, Spence . f | = 

oe vrs vue eers 5 Fe i 

just ordinary people—a boy a 
girl dancing.” % 


—not tonight. 


She was tiny; I could see that even 
though she was sitting down. And very 
shapely; I could see that, too. She 
looked like one of the high school kids 
who sometimes toured the plant and in- 
variably ended up in the editorial de- 
partment asking silly questions about the 
“glamour” and “excitement” of journal- 
ism. She wasn’t a kid, though, and her 
dark, with 
amused tolerance as she watched the 


luminous eyes _ twinkled 
horseplay. 
I finally made my way over to Barney, 


the city editor, sitting in the “slot,” the 









center of the big U-shaped desk. He 
shoved his green plastic eyeshade back 
on his bald spot and stuck out his hand. 

“Have a good vacation, Spence?” 

“Terrific, Barney! I see you guys 
managed to keep the paper going while 
| was away.” 

“It was a tough job, but we managed,” 
he grinned. I nodded questioningly to- 
ward the girl and he caught my signal. 
“By the way, I want you to meet Miss 
Burton,” he added. “Kay, this is Spence 
Allen.” 


“Hello,” she said, pausing in her 


said. 


rapid-fire typing. “I’ve heard a lot about 
you since | joined the staff.” 

My eyebrows shot up. “Oh? How 
do you like it?” I asked, assuming that 
she worked on society news. 

“Love it!” 

“If you ever need any help—” I be- 
gan, straightening my tie. 

“Kay’s our new police reporter,” 
Barney cut in. 

I couldn’t believe my ears, just stood 
there with my jaw sagging. 

“Yep,” he continued, “she’s been 
filling your shoes and yesterday Hill 
made the assignment permanent.” 

“We'll see about that!” I exploded, 
recovering from my surprise. And I 
stormed off to the inner office of Billy 
Hill, the managing editor. 

“What the hell’s going on around 
here?” I demanded, bursting into Hill’s 
office. 

Billy laid down his pen and got up 
from his desk. “I gather you’ve met 
the Globe’s newest—and most attractive 
—addition,” he observed. “What do you 
think?” 

“I think you’re losing your natural 
mind!” 

“Take it easy now, Spence!” Billy 
“We had to have someone take 
your place while you were gone.” 

“But a woman! Some glamour chick 
who'd be more at home at a frappé sip 
than a police court!” I raved. 

“Don’t let appearances fool 
Spence. Kay’s got more on the ball than 
some so-called reporters I could men- 
tion. She’s got a degree in journalism,” 
he added proudly. 

I groaned aloud. Schoolbook report- 
ers were even worse than female re- 
porters! I turned to go. “Well, it was 
nice knowing you, Billy,” I said. 

“Come back here and sit down,” Billy 
ordered. “Don’t you want to hear the 
rest of it?” 

“I’ve heard enough,” I growled. “I 
eateh on -pretty -quick, Billy, and -with 
glamour puss taking my place, I might 
as well move out.” 

“Not out, but up. You're the new as- 
sistant city editor. You take over while 
Barney is on vacation. Now get out 
there and get to work!” he grinned, 
slapping me on the shoulder. 

I went back to the city room, delib- 
erately ignoring Kay Burton, and began 
moving my things to the desk in the 
corner. Jim, the sports editor, whistled 
dum-dee—dum dum, imitating the 


you, 


Dragnet theme, which brought a big 
laugh and it was plain that everyone 
knew I was no longer the Globe’s police 
reporter. Sure, I’d been kicked upstairs, 
but even a promotion didn’t take the 
sting out of being replaced by a mere 
slip of a girl. 

I watched the way all the men jumped 
to help her and the way they toned down 
their usually colorful, and often very 
strong language because of her presence. 
That first day back at the job was 
miserable for me because I was eaten 
up with resentment. But towards the 
end of the day I began to feel better. So 
Miss Burton thought she could fill a 
man’s shoes? Well, we’d see! She'd 
get no different treatment from me than 
the men; it was a man’s world and the 
sooner she realized it the better. 

In fact, the more I thought about it 
the more firmly convinced I was that it 
was my duty to prove to her that she 
was out of place there. If she wanted to 
work on a newspaper then let her go 
into the circulation department—any- 
where except where men belonged. 

As the days passed, Kay Burton re- 
fused to be insulted or become angry 
at the sly digs I took at women report- 
ers. She went about her job with an ef- 
ficiency that annoyed me and she took 
the sharpest criticism as if it were a 
helpful hint. 

“Why don’t you let up on the kid, 
Spence?” Barney asked me after the 
first week. “You're riding her too hard.” 

“Think so? Well, you ain’t seen 
nothing yet!” 

I started in on her in earnest when 
Barney left. She returned a few minutes 
late from lunch one afternoon and I 
called her down on it. “I don’t play 
favorites,” I said loud enough for the 
whole office to hear, “so I advise you 
to make better time from now on, Miss 
Burton!” 

“But I was only—” 

I -cut off -her excuse. “Of course, if 
you feel that you must have special pri- 
vileges because you’re a woman,” I 
went on sarcastically, “then I suggest 
you find a job where they’ll make al- 
lowances for your sex!” 

She bit her lips, then said in a small 
voice, “I’m sorry, Mr. Allen. [’ll try to 
do better.” 

Actually, she had been doing very well 
all along. She wrote well and always 
came up with all the facts. In addition, 


she had im- (Continued on Page 54) 
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CSot relief from 
(itching, stinging, 


burning of Acne 


[ tried many ointments for my 
1cne pimple misery without 
uch help. I was so discour- 
iged, thought I’d never get re- 
lief from the itching, stinging, 
urning until I tried Black and 
White Ointment. It gave me 
vonderful relief. I can gladly 
ecommend Black and White 
lintment to anyone who is 
uffering like I was.” 
Gladys Marquez 
Bronx, N. Y. 
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1'/o TIMES MORE EFFECTIVE in Keeping 
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bbed- in protection. Arrid, the vanishing 
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Arrid in—rub perspiration out. Rub Arrid in 
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3. Gives 1% times more security! 
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is 114 times more effective than any other 
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other deodorant! 
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By James Goodrich 


AMMY DAVIS, JR., the multi- 
talented mimic, may have made his 
bow as a major record performer by the 
time you read these lines. At this writ- 
ing, his agents had some big recording 
plans working for him and expected 
early results. It is known generally that 
several diskeries are interested in plac- 
ing the pint-sized young star of the Will 
Mastin Trio who is possessed of remark- 
able skills as an inpersonator, singer and 
dancer. 

Record people have been attracted to 
Sammy ever since he started scoring 
tremendous hits last year on the night 
club circuit and television. He now 
stacks up as one of the hottest drawing 
cards in show business. His pull at the 
box office has made the Will Mastin Trio 
a much-sought-after act around the U.S. 
Other members of the trio are Sammy’s 
father, Sammy, Sr., and uncle, Will Mas- 
tin, leader of the group. 

Should Sammy reach an agreement 
with the record people, he will not be 
entering a medium unfamiliar to him. 
He was formerly signed to an exclusive 
long-term contract with Capitol Records 
and waxed several sides for the label as 
a single, singing and doing imitations. 
His father and uncle do not work with 
him when he records. 

Sammy got his first chance on records 
by chance. One night in 1949 while he 
was appearing at Los Angeles’ Melodee 
Club with the Mastin Trio, a Capitol ex- 
ecutive happened in and caught his per- 
formance. The executive was greatly im- 
pressed with what he heard, quickly 
inked Sammy (Continued on Page 80) 
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By Dan Burley 


HERBIE BEARD, the “Connecticut Yankee of the Blues,” 
makes his debut this summer at Atlantic City where he 
has been booked for a four-week night club engagement. 
He then heads for his native Bridgeport, Conn., for a 
homecoming shout session in one of the local bistros be- 
fore keeping dates in upstate New York and Montreal. 
Herb, whose rock-em-sock-em blues style will be heard on 
some United platters, plans to return to his home base in 
Chicago in late September . . . Vanita Smythe, the tiny 
bombshell of the blues, has gotten over her troubles and 
is back on the scene in Detroit chirping at Uncle Tom’s 
Plantation where her version of Raided the Joint (she 
introduced it in a Soundie movie) “kills” the crowd 
nightly . .. Mary Lou Williams is the greatest femme on 
a piano heard in London since Hazel Scott went over. 
. . » Dinah Washington plans to present her mother, 
Mrs. Alice Jones, in a deal that will co-star them on a 
gospel singing tour. Mrs. Jones is a bigwig in the reli- 
gious field. Dinah, incidentally, was born in Tuscaloosa, 
Ala., but reared in Chicago. 
900 
Hollywood good-looker Suzette Harbin, movie bit 
player, is in the all-colored group of ten volunteers now 
on a Korean USO tour of military posts and hospitals 
in Japan. Others are Joe Adams, the disc jockey who 
heads the unit; Tommie Butler, Eddie Gomez, Amos 
Green, Shirley Haven and Clarence Metcalf. Musicians 
are Eddie Beal, Eddie Davis and Gene Philips. .. . 
USO hasn’t had much use for Negro talent since World 
War II when a number of colored performers went 
across to entertain the troops. . .. Juanita (Bloody 
Mary) Hall, late of South Pacific, is being booked in 
colored night clubs. She’s already done a turn at De- 
troit’s Flame Show Bar with Ziggy Johnson. 
00°90 
Smooth-singing, handsome Lonnie Satin, now in his 
second year at Chicago’s Club DeLisa may hold the mod- 
ern engagement record for a male vocalist in a major 
night club. Mike DeLisa says nobody has pleased his 
customers more. Meantime, Lonnie is organizing his 
own singing quintet . . . Rose Murphy, the “chee-chee” 
girl of the-piano, will star in a TV short . . . Joe Houston, 
the sax-ation bandleader, is riding on his latest platter 
on Modern label, Homburg and No Greater Love. 
00°90 
The eighth edition of Larry Steele’s Smart Affairs revue 
now on the boards at Atlantic City’s Club Paradise, is the 
biggest all-colored revue on display at any night club in 
the U. S. Winsome Paulette Easley from Los Angeles, is 
one of Larry’s new eyefuls in the show that hammers on 
the theme that flesh is back in show business. It features 
original Larry Steele tunes, (Continued on Page 81) 
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By Jane Walters 


A HUSKY 16-year-old lad slumped on 

the steps of his front porch on a 
hot near-autumn afternoon and after a 
glance at the evening newspaper, which 
told of school’s opening only a couple of 
weeks away, lamented to his pal: “This 
summer sure has been a bust. The whole 
family stayed home—not even a trip in 
the ‘ole bus’ for us. Jeepers, but the old 
school grind looms gruesome.” 

For this youth, school meant the end- 
less parade to classes, books and night 
studying. Of course, school was all 
right, and Joe had no kick against study- 
ing. But his summer had not been ex- 
actly what he had wished. For Joe had 
spent the time working for the first time 
in his life. And although he had saved 
$200 for college, he would have pre- 
ferred a non-working vacation. 

Another youth who had spent his sum- 
mer working for the first time told his 
Dad: “I sure missed going to camp this 
year. Wish I could do something that’s 
fun.” 

Teen-agers make up a large segment of 
the working population. More than 25 
per cent of them work affer school hours 
and a much larger percentage work dur- 
ing the summer months. These young- 
sters work to get income to continue in 
school; to have money for dates, clothes; 
to save for their higher education and in 
a number of cases to help out with the 
family budget. 

Whatever the reason, it is an ad- 
mirable thing and the youngsters get 
experience which helps them to become 
good citizens and get an insight on se- 
lecting future occupations for which 
they are best suited. 

Now in case you are one of the gals 
and guys who have worked until two or 
three weeks before school opens, and are 
bemoaning the fact you cannot get away 
for a regular vacation, you can have a 
real exciting vacation right in your own 
home town, that is if you have any im- 


agination and really want to have fun. 

First of all, set aside two weeks for 
activities just as you would do if you 
were out of town. Then plan an itiner- 
ary which includes doing something dif- 
ferent and completely relaxing each day. 

Since there is nothing quite like a 
beach picnic, the first day could be spent 
at the beach. If you live near a lake, 
river or stream, gather up a carryall 
knapsack, stuff it with a swimming suit, 
towels, blanket, water ball, take along 
some food and swim, lounge and eat all 
day. 

On the second day, pack a lunch and 
get out into the country—make it a 12- 
hour affair, starting at 6 or 7 o’clock in 
the morning; have breakfast out in the 
open and leisurely hike through the most 
scenic spots in the woods, stopping fre- 
quently to rest and commune with na- 
ture. 

On the third day, visit the tennis 
court, horse stables or golf links, which 
ever is the favorite. Make it a sports 
day, topped off with a night baseball 
game. Come the middle of the week, 
put on your best duds and step out for 
an evening of dancing. First of all, you 
want plenty of “atmosphere”—that ex- 
citing, bright lights feeling of the big 
city (in case you live in a small town) 
that comes with smooth music, crowded 
dance floors and star-lit nights. Select 
the spot in your town which offers this 
and have a real “gone” time. 

When the fifth day rolls around, get a 
gang together and have an all-day picnic 
in the country. This means getting food 
together. So carry along things that can 
be cooked over open fires—weiners, 
marshmallows, cheese and bacon, and 
individual steaks you can fry on sticks 
or on a grill. Try burying some pota- 
toes in ashes, or corn—there are loads 
of interesting, unusual things that can 
be done with foods to make a picnic 
(Continued on Page 73) 
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Laurie wanted all of the security of marriage with none of 


its responsibilities, but one fling of high living convinced 


her that being a wife was a full-time job. 


66 OU'RE NOT A woman,” Joe 

lashed out at me, “Any natural 
woman would be happy about this. But 
you don’t want the baby. You want all 
the security of marriage, but none of 
the responsibilities.” 

“Joe,” I sat up in bed and tried to 
reach out for him, “Joe—you just don’t 
understand—” 

“I understand you, Laurie,” He eyed 
me grimly, “maybe that’s the trouble. 
You’re just a hard hearted, little—” 

“Joe, Joo—”" 

But he didn’t give me a chance, and a 
few seconds later I heard the front door 
slam. I sobbed into the pillow as I lay 
on the rumpled bed. Joe was gone, and 
the way he had looked at me a few 
minutes before, I was sure that he hated 
me. 

I had been married for little less than 
a year, when my world suddenly seemed 
to collapse. And now Joe had. walked 
out, not giving me a chance to explain. 

It had all started when I began to feel 
tired and run down; Joe had insisted 
that I see a doctor. 

“There’s not a thing wrong with me,” 
I had protested, but all the same, I was 
pleased with his concern. 

Joe had pulled me down on his lap 
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and held me tightly in his arms. 

“Never mind,” he murmured, as he 
caressed me, “I don’t want to take any 
chances with my baby. Don’t you know 
how much I love you, Laurie?” 

As I curled up closer in his arms I 
knew that I had never been happier. It 
was so wonderful having some one who 
cared mainly about me. I didn’t even 
want to think of the years before my 
marriage when all I had known was 
loneliness. 

The next day Doctor Graham seemed 
real cheerful as he examined me. 

“There’s not a thing wrong with you, 
Laurie. You'll only hear good news 
from me—you’re going to have a baby.” 

The doctor didn’t realize what his 
good news meant to me. 

“Quite a pleasant surprise, isn’t it?” 

My throat felt dry and aching, and 
my voice broke when I finally spoke. 

“You don’t mean it—you can’t be 
sure—” 

“Perfectly sure,” Doctor Graham 
nodded happily, “you’re talking to an 
experienced doctor, my dear, I know 
what I’m saying.” 

But I was no longer listening to Doc- 
tor Graham. Suddenly I was falling 
into a deep pit of fear and panic. 
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At first. Laurie didn't want the baby 
because she thought that it would 
take her husband’s love from her 


but when she learned 


not to be 


selfish. love walked in. 


My hands were clenched on his desk, 
as I whispered, 

“Tt can’t be—it can’t be—” 

Dr. Graham looked at me silently for 
a moment. 

““What’s the matter, Laurie,” he asked 
with some impatience, “are you afraid? 
Or don’t you think Joe will want the 
baby?” 

I could only shake my head. There 
didn’t seem to be any way for me to ex- 
plain. Up to the time I had married 
Joe all I had known was loneliness. I 
had three brothers and a sister, and 
somehow my mother never had enough 
time for me. I was the oldest, and even 
though I tried to be helpful, hoping I’d 
get some attention that way, my mother 
just seemed to take me for granted. 

With Joe, I had found love and secur- 
ity, and I wanted things to stay the way 
they were. Oh, I had always thought 
that some day we would have a baby, 
but not just yet. I was afraid—afraid 
that even our own child would take Joe’s 
love away from me. 

But the kindly doctor wasn’t the only 

ne who wouldn’t understand. I found 

it hard to explain to Joe. At first he 

eemed puzzled, but in a little while his 

yes grew cold and hard, and he looked 
if he hated me. 

“You're selfish, Laurie, just plain sel- 

sn. 

“Joe, it’s not that—please try to un- 
lerstand.” 

How could I explain to him that it was 
yecause I loved him so much that I 
didn’t want the baby? 

My nine months of pregnancy were 
heer torture for me. I had morning sick- 
ress so bad, I could barely frv Joe’s 
ham and eggs, and I would slump down 
t the breakfast table unable to eat. I 

en grew to hate our dinette. When 
we had first moved into our house, it 
ad been my favorite room. I had 
sainted it yellow to match the morning 
un, and all around the window sill I 

ad put green ivy, and pink begonia. 
But now the room seemed faded and 


ugly, and the begonia was dying for 
lack of water. 

Before, Joe used to take the morning 
paper to read on the train, now he 
propped it up against the sugar bowl, 
and it acted as a wall between us. It was 
as if he didn’t even want to look at me 


any more. 

I became so desperate, that to my 
sick and frightened mind, an abortion 
seemed the only way out. The so-called 
doctor’s office was in one of the worst 
parts of town. I walked by the entrance 
a couple of times before I finally got up 
enough courage to go in. I walked up 
two flights of stairs, and the door was 
opened by a girl in a nurse’s uniform. 

“Yes?” She eyed me suspiciously. 

“I—TI’ve come to see Doctor Brown.” 

I followed her inside. The office 
looked more like a shabby apartment 
than a real doctor’s office, and doubted 
whether the girl was a real nurse. Her 
uniform was gray and crumpled, and 
she wore high heeled, thinly strapped 
shoes. 

“Well,” she asked me, “what do you 
want?” 

“Td like to discuss it with the doctor, 


please,” I barely managed to whisper. 

“The doctor’s busy, you'll have to talk 
to me.” 

“It’s—it’s about an operation. I’m 
going to have a baby, and—” 

“You’ve come to the wrong place,” 
she answered harshly, “I don’t kno 
who told you to come here, but we don't 
do that kind of thing.” 

I looked up at her, and stammered 
with confusion. 

“Please . . . please,” I mentioned 
the name of the woman who had recom 
mended me, “she told me that it was 
right—that Dr. Brown—” 

The nurse suddenly dropped her pos 
and sat down at the edge of the desk 
She laughed huskily. 

“Sure honey, it’s okay. We always 
have to act this way. You never kno 
when some snoopy policewoman decide 
to come up here. Come on, you can 8 
the Doctor now.” 

But after the doctor examined me, 
made the appointment for the followi 
week I knew I could never go throug 
with it. Thankfully, my hysteria cle 
just enough. I realized that destroyi 
the baby would (Continued on Page 0% 





. 


mapchiawrad Taner 4+ 


ist 
- 


ae 


Johnny had always loved his 
women and left them and it 
might have been that way 
with Cindy had he not acci- 
dentally discovered that 
$5,000 check stub. 


W E WERE PACKING up in the re- 


hearsal room of the Baron Hotel 
when Dill Davis shoved into me. It was 
no accident. Dill had been trying to 
pick a fight with me ever since Lola 
Babson had brushed him for me. I 
finished arranging the music in my brief 
case, but didn’t close it. 

I turned, faced Dill. He was a tall, 
bloated joker. His tux looked like he’d 
slept in it. He was high on weed; his 
eyes wavered with a glazed wildness. 
Dill played a lot of clarinet. When he 
was high. 

“Dill,” I said quietly, “don’t ever 
shove me again!” 

“And look who’s giving orders! Why, 
you little two-bit Casanova!” He lashed 
out at me with a huge fist. 

I stepped back, evaded it. I slipped 
my knife out of the brief case, showed it 
to Dill. I said, “Try that again, and it’ll 
buy you a hospital bed. Or a coffin.” 

“Don’t be a fool, Dill!” yelled Ed Gor- 
don, the drummer. “Johnny won’t fight 
like a man. Might hurt his precious 
hands.” 

“Yeah, but some doll’s husband is 
gonna hurt Johnny’s pretty hands some 
day!” This from Hal Jones, a sax man. 
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Beeause Johnny had jilted her sister, Cindy was determined to make him pay but why 


he found out that it was costing her too, he was more than willing to pay the pric 





“Let it ride, Dill!” another side man 
said. “The odds will catch up with old 
hit-and-run lover one day soon. And 
Lola Babson’s not the only broad on the 
loose.” 

Their needling didn’t bother me. I 
was watching Dill. Dill didn’t like the 
knife. 

“All right,” he said thickly, “you win 
this round. But Pll get you, you sister- 
selling yellow back!” 

I almost dropped the knife and hit 
him then, but Sugar Sands, the ork pilot, 
came in. He was tall, broad-shouldered, 
and immaculate. Sugar said, “What 
goes here? I’ve told you jerks I won’t 
stand for any fighting.” Sugar gave me 
a nasty look. “Johnny, why don’t you 
let Dill alone?” 

I didn’t bother to answer that. I put 
the knife away, closed my brief case, got 
my hat and left. 

Outside in the alley, I circled the big 
silver band bus. Across the side in blaz- 
ing red was: Sugar Sands and His Sugar 
Sweets. The bus was another reason 
why the guys in the ork disliked me. I 
didn’t use the bus. I used my Caddy 
convertible. I'd put my dough in a car 
instead of spending it on weed and 
snow as they did. 

I did the piano work for the crew and 
was the chief attraction. No bragging, 
[ just was. Sugar Sands knew it. That’s 
why he paid me twice as much as he did 
the other side men. 

I had carefully laid plans for my 
future; I didn’t mtend to endanger my 
plans by fighting and crippling my 
hands. A surgeon guards his hands with 
jealous care. That’s the way I felt about 
mine. Nor did I intend to dissipate my 
ability on the 88’s by using junk. I 
could hit the clouds, take off like a jet 
without benefit of weed, snow, or a 
bottle. And that really burned the other 
guys. Most of them had to have the stuff 
before they could kick in and hit the 
pace I set. 

In front of the hotel, I was surprised 
not to see Lola Babson’s white Jaguar. 
During the last three weeks of our stand 
here in Galveston, Lola had picked me 
up every morning. Well, perhaps she’d 
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realized goodbyes were painful and 
often unwise. 

I flagged a cab. In a way, I was re- 
lieved. I was packed, ready for the trip 
back to the ork’s home stand at El Jarro 
in Denver, but dawn was three hours 
away. I could use the time working on a 
new arrangement of a blues number that 
had been running through my mind for 
a couple of days. 

And I disliked farewells; they were 
boring, exhausting. Most women 
couldn’t understand that when an affair 
was over that it was over. They wanted 
to drag it out, make a production of it. 
I was glad Lola had been smart enough 
to omit our adieus. 

The cab swung in the drive at my 
beach cabin, and the lights picked up a 
white Jaguar parked in the back. So 
Lola. was going to have farewells after 
all. I paid the driver, went in. 

Lola, long and sleek as a jungle cat, 
was stretched out on a chair, a drink in 
one hand, a cigarette in the other. She 
wore a white dress with a slash of red 
down the flared skirt. 

“Johnny, baby!” she cried and floated 
to me. 

I kissed her lightly, disentangled my- 
self. 

“Johnny, what’s wrong? You don’t 
seem very glad to see me.” 

I shrugged. “I’m tired.” 

“But Johnny, I have wonderful news. 
I’m leaving Paul. I’m all packed. I’m 
going with you.” 

So this was going to be one of the real- 
ly difficult ones. Well, I’d had them be- 
fore. Lola was cool enough, but still 
just a broad. There were dozens just 
like her in every town. Lola’s husband 
was a doctor who was too busy to give 
her much time. So Lola had gone on the 
loose. I might have felt badly about her 
if I had been her first lover. I wasn’t. 

I said, “Look, doll. You know it’s 
over for us. Didn’t I tell you it would 
be over when I left town?” 

She pouted prettily. “Yes, but I didn’t 
know I was going to fall in love with 
you. I can’t let you leave without me.” 

“You'll have to. It’s been fun, but it’s 
finished.” 

She saw that I meant it. She jerked 








back like an enraged cat. She called mg 
all the names in the book. Then sud 
denly, her anger evaporated. She way 
contrite. She began to cry. Tt 

“Johnny, if you won’t take me, thes § 
stay with me tonight. At least, - 
have that to remember.” Pf 

I'd had that one pulled on me, too, 

Dolls figured if they got a man in bed, 
they could persuade him to do anything, 
I said, “All right, I'll stay till dawn if 
you promise to let me go without any 
more dramatics.” 

“Johnny, I promise. I swear it.” 

“Tt’s a deal,” I said, but I knew that 
she was lying. I could see the cunni 
behind her fake tears. I said, “First 
though, let me fix you a fresh drink 
You can work on that while I try outa 
new arrangement I’ve dreamed up.” ; 

In the kitchen, I got out ice, 
myself a glass of milk, then mixed Lola 
a large scotch and soda. I opened my 
cigarette case, took out a false cigarette, 
pushed out the tiny vial inside, and 
poured a few drops of knockout drops in 
her drink. I didn’t like to do it, but oe 
casionally extreme measures with wom 
en were necessary. 

_In the living room, I gave Lola her 
scotch, put my milk on top of the piano, 
sat down and went to work. But I 
couldn’t get it. This business with Lola 
had broken the pattern. I’d lost it. | 
tried several times, but it was no good. 

I looked at Lola. She was slumped 
down in her chair. The glass in her I 







































hand tilted forward, plunged to the floor. thir 
I got a towel, cleaned up the mess. | § gue: 
picked Lola up, carried her to the bed § whe 
room, put her in bed, drew the spread § was 
over her. She’d wake up in about six § pit, 
hours with a slight hangover. Nothing § ref, 
more. fath 
] CHANGED TO slacks and a spot nd 
shirt, put my bags in the car, and va 
pulled out. It occurred to me that it i 
might be wise to let women alone for 4 
while. But would women leave me — “> 
alone? I didn’t think so. I evidently \, 
had something they wanted. Several of how 
them had told me that I was distinguish § ad 
ed looking. It always amused me be a 


cause I was just medium tall, very thin, 

















“You're lower than a hip-peddler. 





You 


used your body and my love to get your 


and had a sprinkle of silver at my 
temples. 

I rubbed my right temple. I was only 
thirty, and that silver bothered me. | 
guess it came from worrying about 
where I’d get something to eat when I 
was a kid. And from the raw, naked 
bitterness I’d developed when I was in 
teform school. I’d never known my 
father; didn’t even know who he was. 
My mother had dumped me on her rela- 
tives when I was ten. From then on, I 
learned about life and people. I found 


| out that if somebody was nice to me, he 


expected something double in return. 
When I was fourteen, I also found out 


how rankly unfair people could be. I 
had a job taking care of a rich man’s 
yard while he was on vacation. From 
the time I was old enough to think, 


precious revenge.” 


pianos had intrigued me. Every chance 
I got, I listened to Fats Waller and all 
the other ivory artists on the radio and 
on records. There was a piano in this 
rich man’s house. While he was gone, 
I sprung the backdoor lock, went in to 
the baby grand. 

For a long time, I just sat on the 
bench, adoring the beautiful thing. I 
was afraid to touch it. Finally, I did. At 
first my fingers stumbled around, made 
queer sour noises, then they began to 
weave clear patterns of songs I’d heard. 
My heart went crazy. I owned the whole 
world right then. I knew I was a natural. 

Every day I’d hurry with my yard 
work so I could go in and practice. I 
even sneaked in at night and played in 
the dark. Which was a mistake. One of 
the neighbors heard me one night, called 








the police. I was sent to reform school 
for two years for breaking and entering. 
even though I hadn’t touched a single 
thing in the house but the piano. 

That taught me never to trust any- 
body; never to expect a fair deal from 
anyone. But for some reason, ever since 
I’d been old enough to shave, women 
had chased me. I liked women, too. On 
occasion. But I didn’t want the responsi- 
bility that went with them. Then too, 
there was always the danger of falling in 
love with one, and I didn’t want my 
heart kicked around. I’d seen too many 
woman cheat on their husbands. 

Back at El Jarro, things rolled smooth- 
ly. Dill Davis, for some reason, rode a 
wide circle around me. I worked up 
some off-trail arrangements of current 
hits and a few oldies. The customers ate 
them up. The (Continued on Page 57) 
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layed the lead in “Anna Lucasta’ » 

actress Hilda Simms found thi 
thought she was the same type 0! 
person in her private life. 


Leg | 


, Because sh 


» convincing 
“many people 





M AVING BEEN educated in a girls’ 
# convent school, it’s a strange para- 
x that my first professional break on 
Broadway stage was in the hip-tossing, 
pvinking role of a prostitute—“Anna 
asta”— for Anna was no church- 
fer—nor had she been exposed to the 
ict moral teachings of a girls’ semi- 
yt 
SHaving survived this role and its suc- 
ws for two thousand performances, | 
member how many people have asked 
fequently how I adjusted to the char- 
er of Anna—whose life was in such 
matic contrast to my upbringing in a 
ge, devout Catholic family. 
| Friends constantly ribbed me, saying. 
MHildy, you’re so believable as a pros- 
Mitute” . Kudos from the drama 
‘qritics always alluded to my convincing 
Sportrayal of the wanton girl . . . “the 


rl who made a lamp-post a trade- 
park.” When mother saw me in the 
lay, frankly, she was shocked. She had 
great distaste for the drunk scene and 
sked “Why can’t you get the part of a 
ood girl and not a role with so much 


no oriety ?” 
= Every night when I would slink on- 
Mage, dimly-lit, order a double shot 
ef gin and wriggle into a low-down hip- 
folling, finger-popping dance, I knew 
Binere would be several reactions from 
“ibe audience—not all pleasant. Some 
people would be amused and accept the 
} y for what it was—an exeursion of 
fiun into the land-of-make-believe. 
Others would believe that I carried on in 
Emuch the same way in my personal life 
5a wise-cracking, free-living bar-fly. 
| Even today, I meet people who frankly 
= tell me, “You are so different from what 
4 expected you to be.” I’m always in- 
f clined to ask . . . “What did you ex- 
© pect me to be?” Yet, you know, the ex- 
rience of playing a wanton hussy in 
America and abroad, has not been with- 
out laughs and I’ve learned a lot about 
people and human nature. 
First of all, human beings can be sur- 
peotinely naive—those who expect an 
§ actor to continue living his part after the 
bs. _ curtain has fallen—and those who refuse 
to play a prostitute or villain because 
p they are afraid of being typed or afraid 
p that a role of an unwholesome charac- 
| ter would be a reflection on their race! 
/Balderdash! Fie upon ’t! I say. 
Do we expect the actor who plays a 
& Murderer in a film to be a murderer in 
_feal-life? Do we believe that Charles 











Hilda’s uninhibited, hip-rolling, finger-popping dance in Anna Lucasta was performed 
in dimly-lit bar to the rhythmic handclapping of a sailor and so moved some male mem- 
bers of the audiences which saw her that they sought her out to buy her love. 


Laughton, who played the horrid mon- 
ster in “The Hunchback of Notre Dame” 
is a real cripple? Do we discourage Ne- 
gro fighters from becoming boxing 
champions because if they’re successful 
people might think it’s because they have 
the killer instinct? 

Some of the most famous characters 
in literature are women of infamy—or 
loose virtue—“Camille,” “Carmen,” 
“Madame Bovary,” “Hedda Gabler,” 
“Anna Christie”—all vivacious, electri- 
fying and well-loved through many 


generations . . . and it seems obvious 
that because we have these characters 
and loved them and appreciated their 
human weaknesses, we are better able to 
understand and love “Jeanne D’Arc” all 
the more—don’t you agree? 

I wasn’t ashamed of the part for to 
me, Anna was more than a challenge to 
me as a Creative artist. She was a lonely, 
bewildered girl seeking the right man to 
love and to love her. Though she had 
slipped from grace and respectability, 
I knew that she was good deep down 
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Pretty actress says that she has no regrets for having por- _ inside and was only awaiting the ch 
trayed ‘Anna’ since some of the most famous characters of to show the kind of woman 'she 


world literature have been women of loose virtue. was—warm, humane and compassion 
I can’t begin to list all the men w 


% "a a a readily identified me with Anna. | 

‘ = ad _ member being invited by a wealthy my 
See to dance in a New York night club. 

had not gone there together, but wep 

in the same party. He was a marriej 

man. While we danced he proposed thy 

I become his mistress, and that he woul 

support me in luxurious style. He talkej 

to me as though I was Anna. Naturally 

I refused his offer but was amused by it 

Anna and her family were no strap 
gers to me. I grew up in a neighbor 
hood in the north side of Minneapolis 
where extreme poverty was general. | 
was a slum area full of underprivileged 
people and so-called enemies of society, 
I knew many of these people and talked 
to them often. I was fortunate enough 
to have good parents who had high val. 
ues on life and imparted them to their 
children. 

“You can walk the streets in a ging. 
ham dress and still hold your head high 
—if you have a good character,” Mama 
always told me. All my life Mama has 
reminded me that “money cannot buy 
respectability.” 

For nearly seven years I worked at 
the Phyllis Wheatley Settlement Hous 
in Minneapolis, located in the heart of 
the city’s slum area. Beginning as an 
assistant recreational director, I taught 
classes in modern dance and drama, | 
directed plays and conducted weekly 
discussions on books. During my se 
tlement work, I came in contact with 
young girls, fun-loving, and attractive 
who needed wholesome activity. 
Through the activities at the settlement 
house, they escaped living sordid live 
married and became useful members 
the community. ; 

In the play Anna too escaped, b 
through love. 

When I enrolled at the University 
Minnesota my goal was to become # 
psychiatrist. But as the eldest of a f 
ily of 12 children I had to finish my four 
year college course and start earning 
living as quickly as possible. I 1 
worked since I was nine. During my 
high school and college years I was # 
supporting. In college I worked as 
portrait model at the Minneapolis 

Hilda’s warm personality draws slight smile from usually stoic countenance of one of ae yor papier aS 


W 
the crack guards outside London’s Buckingham Palace. It was while playing in the . 7 id in in 
London production that she and Chicago actor Dick Angarola decided to wed in Scotland. and did domestic work. I was a mal TI 
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Eldest of 12 children, Hilda talks over old times with brother, Emile, Jr., and dad, Emile Moses, Sr., while husband gets ac- 
quainted with them in their Minnesota home. Devout Catholic upbringing of Miss Simms was in direct contrast of her stage role. 


a theater ladies’ room for four years. 

Working at a variety of jobs I learned 
through human contact that lack of 
character or criminal tendencies are not 
confined to the “have-nots.” 
cuous woman can come from any class. 

I gave up my plans to study psychia- 
try because I lacked the funds for a cost- 
ly medical education which would have 
taken a total of 12 years. 

I had all the chances that Anna lacked 
and had the advantages of a college edu- 
cation. The sordid life that Anna knew 
was totally foreign to me. But when | 
read the script for the first time I felt 


A promis- 


While in London, Miss Simms was co-starred with Allen Silvern 
in The Gentle People, a play which had a short run at the Embassy 
Theatre. She also appeared in Picasso’s Desire Caught By The Tail. 


that this was a rich opportunity for a 
fledgling actress, the chance of a life- 
time. I knew I could do it. I approached 
the role with a feeling of humility. I 
realized that it was not going to be an 
easy thing to do. Above all, I wanted 
to make Anna a real person. 

It’s hard for me to overpraise the 
wonderful direction Harry Wagstaffe 
Gribble gave me. He must be given im- 
portant credit for helping me create 
Anna. He had great confidence in me 
from the beginning. When we started 
to work together, he told me, “I’ll make 


a star out of you in six months.” 


SOON FOUND that I had created a 

character from whom my real self 
could not entirely escape. People con- 
tinually tried to make me wear the badge 
of Anna’s shame. One wealthy white 
man saw me do the role of Anna in 
Chicago and London. He refused to 
draw the line between my personal life 
and the stage character I had created. 
This man developed an attitude about 
me as a result of my work in “Anna 
Lucasta.” This attitude was best summed 
up in a remark he made to me in Lon- 
don, after seeing me in the London 
version of the play. “Still playing the 
tart, eh?” he (Continued on Page 72) 
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As Marva Louis in film, The Joe Louis Story, Hilda playing 
opposite Coley Wallace, drew critics’ praise. Former social 
worker-teacher eyes another Broadway role. 25 
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As if unable to control himself, he 
took me in his arms and kissed me 
with such foree that I cried out. 
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Determined not to repeat the mistake of her mother, Marilyn married for security 


instead of love but her husband’s death opened her eyes to what she had missed. 


| USED TO think my Aunt Trudy was 
half-crazy, until the night they rushed 

v mother to the hospital, and she died 
in hour later on the operating table. I 
sat there desolate and dry eyed, with a 
crief too deep for tears. All I could say 
was “Why, Dr. Martin, why . . . it was 
» fast?” 

He looked at me in his kind way, and 
is eyes were very sad. “I’m sorry to 
ave to tell you this, Marilyn,” he 

sighed, “But your mother has been a 
sick woman for some time. I warned 
her repeatedly that she should have this 
peration, but she put me off. She 
‘anted to wait until you graduated. I 
cuess it was the money that worried 
“Why didn’t you tell me?” I cried, ac- 
singly. 

“| wanted to, but your mother was an 
azing woman. You know I’ve been 


' doctor for years. She begged and ~ 


aded with me not to tell you, or any- 
e. and I respected her wishes. She 
worse much faster than I ex- 
ted.” 
“Money,” I mumbled through dry 
s. “Always money. She worked so 
id... .” Then the tears came, in 
ising torrents, and the doctor gave 
something to quiet me. When I woke 


up I was ih Aunt Trudy’s house. 

The bitterness that had possessed me 
was still there. I felt that it would never 
leave me again. 

“Oh, Mommy,” I sobbed as I had as a 
child, “Oh, Mommy.” 

Ever since I could remember clearly, 
there had just been Mother and me. My 
father had died when I was four, and he 
was just a hazy memory. My thoughts 
of him were of a big laughing man, who 
made my mother laugh too, and sing. 
And I knew I loved him. But I had been 
so young when he died, that sometimes I 
wasn't sure whether it was my memory, 
or the things that mother told me that 
made me remember him at all. 

He had just started getting on his feet 
financially when he had the accident, and 
there hadn’t been any insurance. So 
mother had gone to work. She had al- 
ways worked. I had gone to nursery 
school before I was old enough for pub- 
lic school, then, when I was in grammar 
school, a high school girl stayed with me 
from the time I got home until mother 
came. How I looked forward to seeing 
her come up the walk. She was always 
happy, loving. and so much fun. We 
were so contented, just the two of us. My 
mother was a beautiful woman, and I 


thought she was an angel. 





I used to think it was strange that two 
sisters could be as different as Aunt 
Trudy and mother were. Mother was 
small, dark, with a lovely face and figure. 
Aunt Trudy, on the other hand, was tall, 
big boned, and had an angular face and 
a biting tongue. She came over a lot 
and she and mother laughed together. 

But sometimes when I was in bed | 
would hear them arguing. Mother in her 
soft patient voice, and Trudy emphasiz- 
ing each sentence in her loud booming 
voice. it was always the same thing. 
Trudy wanted mother to marry again. 
And my mother always answered that she 
was a one-man-woman, and could never 
love another man. 

“Then marry one you don’t love.” 
Trudy snorted, “But get someone to take 
care of you and Marilyn. You're a beau- 
tiful woman, honey. You could have any 
man you want.” 

“But, Trudy.” mother protested. “I 
don’t want to marry again.” 

“Don’t be a fool,” Trudy went on. 
“You married one man for love, and 
what did it get you. Nothing! No insur- 
ance, no money, no security. You should 
be home with your baby, not off earning 
a living. Get some sense. Sure, John 
Talbot was a wonderful man, but he’s 
ruined your (Continued on Page 48 ) 
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| CPENT $100,000 
ON WOMEN 


Having spent a fortune on pretty women and high living, blues-singing saxophonist 


says that he has learned how dumb he really was and will now stick to his songs, 


By EDDIE “CLEANHEAD” VINSON 


hatever Cleanhead is saying has com- 
nded the smiles and attention of these 
elies who include Barbara Steele, Janice 
ylor, Arlene Williams, Cynthia Mc- 
Broom and Shirley McClure. 











F I COULD, I’d rather write about 


how wisely I invested the fortune I 
earned off my recordings and personal 
rance when I was a top blues-sing- 

ing bandleader. I’d rather be able today 
to tell in this story how I bought and still 
own a mansion somewhere as does Nat 
(King) Cole; a lot of real estate like 
Louis Jordan, or some businesses like 
Sugar Ray Robinson owns in Harlem. 
But all I can talk about now is how 

] threw $100,000 away just like it was 
confetti. Instead of houses, businesses, 
government bonds and insurance annui- 
ties, all I’ve got is a bunch of bitter mem- 
ories of literally barrels of whiskey, pret- 
ty women and high living, none of which 
Ican use to get me out of debt and none 





— of which I can point to with any pride. 
Mine isn’t an unusual story in the 
BS. sense that the pattern hasn’t been cut 


before. Show business and sports, in 
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Al Hibbler and trumpeter Cootie Williams enjoy hearty laugh at one of Cleanhead’s 
jokes backstage in theatre dressing room. Now back with Cootie’s band, Cleanhead says 
that he has stopped drinking and clowning, is now a one-woman man. 












which Negroes have made and thrown 
away fortunes, are full of such stories. 
But mine is different in the respect that 
I’ve got a better-than-even chance to 
make a comeback and earn more money 
than I squandered. In most other cases, 
they’ve had only one chance. I mean 
examples like that of Joe Louis who let 
$5 million get away from him; like Hen- 
ry Armstrong who blew $2 million; like 
Bill (Bojangles) Robinson who made 
millions dancing and then died breke 
with people passing the hat to put him 
in the ground. 

But even with the prospect that my 
new recordings and bookings may put 
me back on top again, the fact remains 
that lost money is just that and you 
never get it back. I’m starting from 
scratch again and I’ve got a lot of people 
to thank for giving me the same break 
that the Prodigal Son got when his old 
man decided to let bygones be bygones 
and invited the boy to dinner. 

Maybe, right along here, I’d better re- 
introduce myself to my old fans and to 
the newcomers who perhaps don’t know 
about me. As Eddie Vinson, an alto 
saxophonist playing in small combos 
around my native Houston, Texas, I 
didn’t mean much to the rest of the 
world. I was happy then playing at the 
Eldorado Ballroom in Milton Larkin’s 
band that included Illinois Jacquet, Ar- 
nett Cobb and Tom Marshall, another 
“bad” tenor saxman. 


The money, of course, was short, but 
you don’t need too much money to be 
a big shot musician. If you can blow 
your horn and get the right sounds out 
of it, the chicks will show up naturally. 
Then you can take your pick and have 
a ball. I hadn’t even thought about sing- 
ing the blues. The ballads I was chirp- 
ing during spots in our band routine 
were enough to make ’em flip. 

In the meantime, I was strutting 
areund the “Pearl Harbor” district hav- 
ing my fun. I had all the chicks I could 
handle and those I couldn’t, I passed 
along to my pals. They knew I didn’t 
have anything to give them or spend on 
them so they just went along, these 
chicks, for the ride, so to speak. But I 
had a lot of fun in those days. 

‘We played ballroom and dancehall 
dates and there was seldom a week when 
I didn’t have a gig to play. My old man, 
Eddie Vinson, Sr., was an old-time house 
party piano player and I wanted to be 
a “house rocker” like he was only I was 
playing a band instrument you seldom 
play at house parties. But I had my 
kicks at the public dances. The girls 
used to crowd around the bandstand and 
ask me to sing Stardust for them and I 
used to look ’em over and pick out the 
prettiest one to hit on. 

But all this was small time stuff. | 
hadn’t even got my feet wet in the water 
where the big musicians swim. I didn’t 
know from (Continued on Page 68) 
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AS MISS SEMPLE bent over her note- 
£% book, I wondered how it would feel 
to run my fingers through her thick 
glossy curls. I admired the curve of her 
breasts beneath her blouse, and the 
shapeliness of her legs. 

| forced my mind back to my dicta- 
tion. I had been having these disturb- 
ing thoughts for weeks, ever since that 
morning last April when I looked in my 
mirror and told myself, “J.. Wellington 
Jones, you’re forty years old today.” 

That morning of my fortieth birth- 
day had been the first time I had really 
noticed the patches of gray on my 
temples. My wife and my daughter had 
often told me that they gave me a dis- 
tinguished appearance, but I was so 
wrapped up in my work that I never 
gave my gray hairs a second thought. 
But on that morning I saw them all at 
once vividly, and with a shock I re- 
alized | was growing old. 

That night we had had some friends 
»ver to celebrate my birthday. Bill and 
Jean Anderson gave me a robe, and Joe 
and Gloria Devine a pair of bedroom 
slippers. “You’re getting old, Welly, 
these will help you to relax,” they 
laughed. 

My daughter Anne kissed me on the 
top of my head and said, “Daddy, you’re 
getting a bald spot.” 

Everyone kidded me about my age— 
everyone except Gloria Devine. She 
touched my cheeks with her lips and 
said, “Don’t let them tease you, Welly. 
You’re a handsome devil, if you only 
knew it. You could break a lot of hearts 
f you wanted to.” 

“And I’m sure you'd help him, 
Gloria,” laughed my wife Toni. “You’ve 
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been carrying a torch for him for years. 
But be careful what you say around 
Welly. You might give him ideas. He’s 
at the dangerous age now.” 

Later that evening Gloria offered to 
help me mix drinks in the kitchen. She 
stood across the table from me, and 
leaned over in her low-cut gown. Her 
hand touched mine, and drew me to her. 
She looked into my eyes with a smile. 
Then her expression changed. Her fea- 
tures grew soft, her lips relaxed and 
parted for a kiss. 

My cheeks turned hot. I leaned over 
until our lips were almost touching, then 
I drew back. 

“That glass could stand another ice 
cube,” I said. 

Gloria laughed. “But not your veins,” 
she returned. 

The reason I drew back was not be- 
cause I had never kissed Gloria before. 
I had often kissed her, but in a brother- 
and-sister way. She was my wife’s best 
friend, and Joe Devine and I had grown 
up in the same neighborhood and gone 
to school together. But tonight I felt a 
strange new surge of passion that 
alarmed me and made me draw back. 

This incident made me ponder during 
the days that followed, and the more I 
thought, the more I noticed how other 
women besides my wife could excite me 
now, as Gloria had done. The more I 
thought about my age and how soon I 
would be an old man fit for nothing but 
a cane and a rocking chair, the more 
women stayed on my mind. 

They became an obsession with me. I 
stared at them on the street, and de- 
voured the shapes of the girls in my of- 
fice. The warm, enchanting spring 


ALMOS 


Forgetting his wife and children, Wellington engaged in a love affair with his pretty se 
tary but that knock on her apartment door brought him to his senses in time. 


weather drew new feelings from me, 
awakened errant dreams and desires 
which I thought had been dead for 
years. 

“Will that be all?” 
Semple. 

With a start I came out of my reverie, © 
“That’s all for the present,” I said. 

As Miss Semple arose, an impulse 
seized me and I stood up, caught her 
hand and drew her close to me. “That's — 
an attractive dress you have on,” I said. — 
“Turn around. Let me see it.” 

I put my arm around her waist and 
turned her. q 

“I’m glad you like it,” she said polite. — 
ly, and stepped away. There was a look 
of surprise on her face. 

She turned and went out, and I won 
dered what had come over me to make 
me act so familiar with my employee. Up 
to now, our relations had been pleasa 
but business like. I could imagine what 
she would say to the other girls. 

Well, if they were laughing at me now, 
I had only myself to thank. I walked to 
the window and looked out at the ps 
The grass was a fresh green and th 
boughs were in leaf and there wer 
snowy blossoms on the cherry 
Birds were singing and a warm pulse 4 
air came in the window and stirred m 
I felt again the strange longing for 
something new and exciting. 

Why was I feeling so discontented? 
Didn’t I have everything a man cou 
desire? Here I was at forty with @ 
prosperous business, the respect of the 
community, a charming wife and two 
fine children. What more could I want 

I didn’t have the excuse that my wile 


had neglected (Continued on Page 61) 


asked Miss 





























e reached up and drew my head 
wna and kissed my mouth Slowly, me ; 
deeply. clingingly- ¥ \ 








HOW LONG 
SHOULD A 
GOODNIGHT 
KISS. LAST? 


LTHOUGH SCIENCE has tried its best to de- 
bunk it, the popular notion that kissing never 
hurt anybody still persists. Probably the greatest 
danger in kissing is that it often puts an end to the 
career of bachelors. But while kissing has become a 
universal habit, there are still differences of opinion 
as to how long a kiss should last, particularly a 
goodnight kiss. 

In search of an answer to the question: “How 
Long Should A Goodnight Kiss Last?” TAN que- 
ried a number of popular personalities whose an- 
swers, representing a wide variety of opinions, 
appear on these pages. 
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SUZETTE HARBIN, movie actress: “Everything about the good- 
night kiss—time, intimacy and frequency—depends, I think, on whether 
or not the two persons involved have a deep interest in each other. If 
there’s real love between them, then I’d say the time the kiss lasts is un- 
important. They should kiss until both are breathless, in my opinion. 
That’s the way to express true love. However, after a goodnight kiss 
like that, both parties should say goodnight and depart company. It 
would be dangerous to do anything else under such conditions.” 


+ 





CARMEN DeLAVALLADE, Hollywood dancer and magazine mod- 
el, had varying reactions to the question. “Gee whiz!” she exclaimed, 
“that’s a goofy question to ask a person. In the first place, it’s an in- 
dividual problem. Also, it seems to me, any answer to that question 
would be the private affair of the two persons involved and not the busi- 
ness of other people. But back to the silly question and the answer you 
asked for. From what I’ve observed, people don’t usually carry a stop- 
watch around with them to time a kiss. Can I say any more? Now that 
I think about the question, you can put me down as saying, “No com- 
ment.’ It’s such a strange question to ask.” 
















Scr ef 











yee 


SINGER PEARL BAILEY, receiving light buss from actor Jose Ferrer, 
has a positive opinion on the subject. Says the effervescent Pearl: “Man, who 
knows how long a goodnight kiss should last? All night if you can hold your 
breath that long. Only thing you need to do is to come up for air.” 


SYLVIA MOON, curvaceous dancer, has her own philosophy about kiss- 


ing a guy goodnight. She says: “I don’t think that there is a general answer 
because it has to do with a matter that is strictly personal. As far as I’m con- 
cerned, the length of a goodnight kiss depends on the way I feel about the guy. 
If I like him, then I'll be willing to kiss him as long as I think it is necessary 
for each of us to become completely satisfied with the act. The time is no 
matter. On the other hand, if I don’t like the guy, there’ll be no kiss at all. 
And why should there be?” 





VALDA HATTEN, exotic dancer, 
says: “A goodnight kiss should last as 
long as the individuals want it to last. 
The woman is generally the pacesetter. 
If she likes the first one, she’ll accept an- 
other and another.” 
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SINGER HARRY ‘BELAFONTE 
says: “As far as I am concerned, a good- 
night kiss should be as long—and as dry 
—as possible. Certainly, it should be as 
long as a fellow and girl enjoy it. I’d 
say that time is of little importance.” 
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faking a god of money, Sara 


devoted all of her energies to 
cquiring it, only to find that 
1e pot of gold at the end of 
e rainbow was empty with- 
out the love she sought. 


HURRIED through the spacious liv- 
ng room of my apartment to an- 
the telephone. Immediately, I 
ognized the coal voice of my lawyer 
Theo Marks. I could almost feel the 
rt inside of me thudding dully. I 
w why Mr. Marks was calling. 
Thought you’d like to know that your 
ee has been granted, Mrs. Holly,” 
voice said. “You’re a free woman.” 
thanked him almost mechanically 
hung the receiver back on its hook. 
tood staring at the telephone. A free 
nan, Mr. Marks had said. 
What a laugh! What an unfunny, bit- 
laugh! 
year ago I would have sworn that 
yuld look forward gratefully to this 
| am on the sunny side of forty, 
attractive enough never to fear be- 
lonely. I have every comfort and 
ury at my command because I am 
wealthy woman. What’s more, I 





J love money, Alvin,” I said te kim. “Ne 
id of mine will ever ge through what I 
went threngk.”” 


should be able to take great pride in the 
fact that I created my wealth with the 
sheer brilliance of my business sense 
and my dogged determination. 

Yet, I am terribly unhappy. 

For, although rich in the material 
things of the world, I am destitute emo- 
tionally. I am poor because I have lost 
love and the way I lost it makes it seem 
impossible that I shall ever regain it. 

God above knows that I would gladly 
forfeit every gain I have made, every 
possession I cherish, every penny I own 
if it would win Alvin back for me—or 
even if I could recapture my self-respect. 

I have lost that self-respect because, 
like the miserable Midas, I created a 
false god—money—and placed that false 
god above everything else in life. I be- 
came so blinded with the golden lure of 
riches that I couldn’t even see that I was 
driving away from me the man who 
once filled my life with contentment and 
my heart with great joy. 

A free woman! How it tugs at my 
heart to recall the times when I was 
really, truly free. . . . 

I was free, for instance, when Dad 
died. That sounds like a horrible thing 
to say. But I have to face facts and the 
fact was that Dad was more of a burden 
to me than a help. An appallingly weak 
man, Dad had gone completely to pieces 
when I was a high school girl and Mom 
went into a tuberculosis sanitarium. Dad 
was one of those men who depend al- 
most exclusively on their women. He 
was like a fish out of water without 
Mom. A sober man all his life, he sud- 
denly turned to alcohol as a means of 
easing his loneliness. 

I suppose things could have been 
worse. Dad wasn’t one of those 
alcoholics who get ugly and offensive 
when in the clutch of their liquor. Nor 
did he collapse entirely. He managed, 
by hook or crook, to keep a job and to 
maintain a fairly steady working habit. 
But the money he earned did Mom and 
me very little good. Most of it went for 
drink or for entertaining his drinking 
friends. 

When all or almost all his money was 
dissipated, Dad would come home, al- 
most helpless, slobbering bitter about his 
life being cursed, crying out to God to 
explain why Mom couldn’t be healed and 
come home. 

It wasn’t a very pleasant atmosphere 
for a young girl to live with but I man- 
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Getting a divorce from Alvin meant that Sara would 
have still more time to devote to making money, but 
what she thought was freedom actually enslaved her. 


aged. Things really got bad, however, 
when Mom died in the sanitarium. Dad 
went out on a tearing drunk and I was 
almost afraid he wouldn’t show up in 
time or in condition to make the funeral. 
He did, however, but after that, he went 
straight to the dogs. Luckily, I had a 
job as helper in Jerry Lee’s photography 
studio. It was the money I earned with 
Jerry which enabled me to pay the 
household bills and to exist on the very 
barest necessities. 

Dad’s death came with swift tragedy. 
! was working in Jerry’s darkroom one 
Saturday afternoon when Jerry buzzed 
me on the inter-com. His usually happy 
voice sounded grim and controlled. 

“Sara, will you come into the small 
studio right away, please?” he said. 

“But, Jer, these Adams High film 
are .. .” | began protestingly, wonder- 
ing why he would interrupt me in the 
midst of a very ticklish operation on 
one of our most important jobs. 

“It’s imperative, Sara,” Jerry inter- 
rupted. 

Shrugging my shoulders impatiently, 
[ came out of the darkroom and went 
through the main studio into the boss’ 
private studio. 

Jerry was sitting at his desk, a strange 
look on his face. He looked up at me 
and waved me in the direction of a 
chair. 

“You’d better sit, honey,” he said. 

Thoroughly perplexed by now, I 
obeyed. 

Jerry stared down at his desk for a 
second, then seemed to force himself to 
speak. 

“Sara, the police were just here. Your 
dad’s been hurt, honey. Badly hurt.” 

The panic inside of me was in contra- 
diction to the cool question I asked. 

“How bad, Jerry?” 

The look in Jerry’s eyes was almost 
sufficient answer. He sighed heavily. 

“He’s dead, Sara,” he admitted. “Run 
over by a garbage truck while he was 
crossing Lee Avenue. They’ve got his 
body at the city morgue. They want you 
to come down and make the official iden- 
tification.” 

There was a huge lump in my throat. 
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Somehow, I felt ashamed that the tears 
which wanted to come but couldn’t quite 
make it. It didn’t mean I wasn’t ter- 
ribly hurt about what had happened. 
Even though Dad had proven worthless 
and irresponsible, I had still loved him 
very much and had a great sympathy 
for the sorrow which had haunted his 
life. But I couldn’t cry. 

“I'll go to the morgue right away, 
Jer,” I said in a low voice. 

Jerry had always been more than a 
boss. He had always been a kind, un- 
derstanding friend. He had always en- 
couraged me and told me I had a natural 
skill for photography. It was now, in my 
hour of loneliness and sadness that he 
proved how much of a friend he could 
be. Leaving one of the assistants in 
charge of the studio, he took me to the 
morgue, assisted me in details I had to 
take care of and then drove me home. 

“T don’t know how to thank you, Jer- 
ry,” I told him as we arrived at my 
house. “Won’t you come in and have 
coffee?” 

“Sure thing, Sara,” Jerry agreed. | 
don’t think he really wanted any coffee. 
I remembered how tender and comfort- 
ing -he had been at the morgue when, 
facing the stark reality of Dad, his face 
contorted with the final pain, I had 
cracked up and broken down into hyster- 
ical tears. 

Sipping his coffee, Jerry glanced 
across the table at me. 

“No other relatives in town, huh, 
Sara?” he inquired. 

I said there weren’t. 

“No friends?” he continued. Before 
I could answer, Jerry declared: 

“I’m not just being nosey, you know. 
I just hate to think of you alone in this 
apartment.” 

“I’m used to being alone,” I assured 
Jerry bravely. “There hasn’t been time 
to make any friends. I was always 
afraid to let someone get close to me, 
Jerry. You know how people are. If 
anyone had ever said anything about 
Dad, I don’t know what I would have 
done.” 

“I understand,” Jerry said. “Well, 
guess I’d better get back to the studio. 


Tell you what you do. You take th 
fifty. It’s not an advance or anythin 
like that. But you'll be needing a litt 
extra money. And as for being alone, 
let me think it over today. I'll come y 
with some kind of plan.” 

Jerry really did have something iq 
mind. He hadn’t been gone an hour be 
fore the phone rang. It was Marie 
Jerry’s friendly and beautiful wife. She 
was so sorry to hear about what 
happened, Marie told me. Jerry kh 
called her and told her about it. Sh 
wondered whether I wouldn’t like 
come and stay at their home a couple 
of weeks until I made up my mind what 
my future plans would be. She and 
Jerry could help me with the details of 
Dad’s funeral and, besides, she added, 
I'd be doing them a favor because Jerry 
worked so hard, they seldom got out and 
would appreciate my company. 

I was terribly grateful to Marie. | 
wasted no time, packing a few things 
and taking a cab out to their home. 

The couple of weeks with Marie and 
Jerry lengthened into months and final- 
ly became an understood and accepted 
arrangement. It made such a difference 
in my life, being in a healthy, happy 
home atmosphere. They had two ador- 
able little girls who had almost imme- 
diately decided I was their auntie Sara. 
Overnight, out of the tragedy of Dad’s 
death something wholesome and bright- 
ening had come into my life. 

Not only was my mental attitude 
helped by my surroundings but it was 
also through the kind thoughtfulness of 
Marie and Jerry that I got started on the 
way to success and financial indepen- 
dence. It was a tossup which Jerry 
loved more—Marie or his beloved 
photography. He had always tried to 
infect me with his enthusiasm, vowing 
that I could have a great future in the 
field if I were serious about it. Being 
around him nearly all the time these 
days—both at work and at home—stim- 
ulated in me an increased interest in 
photography. 

I made up my mind to follow Jerry's 
advice and to try to develop as a fi 
grade technician in the darkroom as 
as a crack photographer. I began to re 
gard my work at the studio as more than 
a job and since I needed a strong inter- 
est to fill my life, this worked out beat 
tifully. He was (Continued on Page 73) 
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Having Fun 
In The Sun 


UGUST IS THE, month for plenty 
A of outdoor living and and the rush is on 
to crowd as much fun as possible into 


pte Wey Old man sun cheer- 
the chance of getting that 
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urge living room has wall-to-wall green cotton string carpeting. Walls are a soft gray, matching the stones in the fireplace. Wall- 


vall draperies are in green and copper Aztec design. Room has large television combination and furniture to induce relaxation. 


{ Dresden and copper. A 


pieces o, 
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s bench is shown while breakfast nook is to right rear. 


roughout house are a combination of Early American and simple modern. 


A large Welch cupboard in maple is filled with antique 
matching antique cobbler’ 


pit. 


plenty of shrubbery and trees. 


home of Calloways has spacious Furnishings th 
back yard has a barbecue 
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Master bedroom has Hollywood-style double bed, with Mr.and Mrs. Bedroom of the two older girls has twin beds, chests, book- 


chests. Dressing table extends across the windows. Draperies and 
bedspread are in rosebud print, combined with blue quilted chintz. 


cases, and a gay print wallpaper, with cafe curtains. Baby 
Cabella’s room, not shown, is yellow with crib and chests. 


Cab Calloway’s Suburban House 


i 
| 


INDING A HOUSE that can be made 

into a home, and that will fill all of 

the necessary requirements and desires, 

is really a problem. It takes time, effort, 

and a great deal of shopping around, for 
there are so many things to consider. 

Although most folk spend a lot of 
time looking around, this was not true 
with ex-band leader-singer Cab Calloway 
and his wife, Nufie, when they needed a 
home for their family. They did not 
have much opportunity to shop about, 
as they simply needed a house and need- 
ed it fast. The gods were with them, says 
Mrs. Calloway, when a friend called and 
told them about a house on Long Island 
in New York. It turned out to be just 
what they wanted. 

The eight-room Long Beach house, 
which is within walking distance of the 
beach, has all the advantages of subur- 
ban living; a pleasant community, good 
schools and shopping centers, and is 
within forty minutes of New York. 

The house has a large appearance, yet 
is compact and has room for expansion. 


Dining room is completely early American with maple lazy-susan table, cane bottom 
chairs and spacious sideboard. Serving table is in background. Ceiling is gray. and 
wallpaper is a calico design in yellow, green and gray. Candelabra is early American. 
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_— Dawn-To-Dusk 
Vacation Togs 


[% THIS AGE OF miracle fabrics, the vacation traveler 

will find that all of the new clothes are crease-resistant, 
washable, and easy-to-pack, whether travel is by train, plane, 
car or bus. The clothes are pretty, practical and light as a 
feather, with that certain crisp look so necessary for a vaca- 
tion. 

When traveling, one wants only the very necessary clothes, 
not a lot of things that will clutter a suitcase. Many of to- 
day’s outfits are designed for dual-purpose wear, can be 
interchanged for dawn-to-dusk wearing. This type of a 
wardrobe appeals to all fashion-minded women and will help 
make the vacation something very special. 








Hip-length jacket of washable poplin has three-quarter sleeves 
and nickel anchor-front closing. Slim skirt has two pockets, 
back zipper closing. By White Stag, jacket, $6.95; skirt, $5.95. 


Short coat in pale 
blue is of wash- 
able orlon fleece 
by Trencher, Inc., 
$40. Bags of red 
plaid with leather 
trim, by Leeds 
Travelwear. 
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Striped pastel ny- 

lon shirtwaist 

dress has short 

sleeves and a high 

neckline. Easy to 

pack and to wash, 

this all-purpose 

dress is by Henry 

Rosenfeld, and ‘4 eae 

priced at $14.95. * wos « 


Nylon dress with the “Little Girl’ look has a tucked bodice and 
rows of tucks on the skirt. A rich toast in color, it needs no 
ironing. By Henry Rosenfeld, the price is $14.95. 


Striped gray and white seersucker suit is crisp and cool. The 
skirt is slim and the box jacket is trimmed in sparkling white 
pique. By Korday, the price is $18.95. 
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Permanently pleated, 
beige nylon dress 
is wrinkle-resistant, 
washable and needs 
no ironing. Easy to 
pack, it is perfect for 
many occasions. By 
Henry Rosenfeld, 
price, $17.95. 








Pickle Swiss Striped Grill 


Mix 1 cup deviled ham with % cup sweet pickle relish and % cup 

salad dressing. Spread on white or whole wheat bread and add strips 

of American cheese. Put under broiler until cheese is melted. Cut 
in half and serve hot or cold. 


Hot Weather Sandwiches 


Frosted Sandwich Loaf 


m crusts from an unsliced loaf of bread and cut lengthwise into four slices. Spread each layer 
h various sandwich fillimgs and then cover the entire loaf, top and sides, with softened cream 
cheese. Place in refrigerator to chill before cutting. 


URING HOT weather, sandwiches 

are among the easiest and tastiest 
food items to make. They can be made 
to suit any occasion, from man-sized 
topnotchers, to small fry nibblers— 
from picnic-style treats to party-time 
pretties. As time savers and lunch box’ 
fillers, they cannot be beat. 

For party sandwiches, always remove 
crusts from the bread, spreading each 
slice with mustard or salad dressing, 
along with butter or margarine. This 
adds an extra taste-treat. 

Lettuce and tomatoes will wilt and 
cause sandwiches to become soggy if 
kept over long periods of time. Wrap 
them in wax paper and add just before 
the sandwich is eaten. Open air snacks 
are fun and can be even more delight- 
ful if accompanied by a sparkling bev- 


erage. 





Hearty Beef Burger 


Cook % lb. ground beef, 3 tbsp. chopped 
onions, 2 tbsp. chili sauce, %4 tsp. Worcester- 


shire sauce. Split four buns and place slice of 
American cheese on each bottom half. Broil 
until cheese is slightly melted. Top with beef. 


Ham-Pickle Cheesewiches 


Spread slices of white or whole wheat bread 
with deviled ham. Over mixture place slice of 
American cheese, top with dill pickle slice. 
Place on a broiler rack until cheese is melted 
and delicate brown. Serve hot with hot drink. 
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Peanut-Pimento Sandwiches 


Mix 1% cups shredded sharp cheese, 3 tbsp. 
chopped pimento and 3 tbsp. salad dressing. 
Combine % cup peanut butter, % cup milk, 8 
strips crumbled bacon, 4% cup chopped celery. 


Spread on slices of bread and cut in halves. 


vill 


Cheese Spread for Fancy Sandwich 


Melt 3 thsp. butter, add 3 tbsp. flour and stir until smooth. Pour in 1 cup milk and cook until thick. Remove from heat and add 1 cu goed 
e an 


cheese. Stir until melted. Cool. Spread on bread slices and roll up jelly-roll fashion or shape with cutters. This is a tasty treat for 
eyes when served at picnics and parties. 
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CHILD CARE 


Making 
Your Child 


Behave 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, 


Northwestern University 


ARRY,” SAID Mrs. Wilson to her 
4 five-year-old offspring, “don’t 
yuch those ash trays on the coffee table. 
How many times must I tell you not to?” 
Larry didn’t answer nor did he stop 
laying with the glass ash trays on the 
able. Over a long period, he had come 
know that his mother was not likely to 
»p what she was doing to come into the 
ving room and insist that he get away 
m the table. Why should he mind 
mother—no matter how many times 
he tells him not to do something? 
A few days later, while visiting his 
sunt’s house, Larry became fascinated 
y the objects and ash trays on her cock- 
il table. As he reached out to touch 
1e of them, his mother admonished, as 
isual: “Larry, don’t touch those things,” 
d Larry, as usual, paid no attention 
hatever to her command. 
Larry picked up a dainty, china ciga- 
tte box and, in attempting to put it 
ack, dropped it to the floor where it 
ashed into a dozen pieces. Mrs. Wil- 
was then moved to action. 
‘I just can’t make Larry obey!” she 
ed in exasperation. Then, grabbing 
) angrily, she tossed him across her 


wv 


It is not wise to punish a child for his first disregard of a command or rule, but if he 
persists in disobedience, he should certainly be punished. 


knee and gave him a sound spanking. 
Larry let out the usual yelps and howls 
which were accompanied by a torrent 
of tears. 

“There, you bad, bad boy,” his 
mother said, “that’s what you get for 
disobeying me. Maybe this will teach 
you a lesson—maybe it will teach you to 
mind mother when she tells you not to 
do something!” 

Unfortunately, Mrs. Wilson was far 
too optimistic, as are many other 
mothers who let their children get out 
of hand. Accustomed as he is to dis- 
obeying, Larry is going to need much 
more than one spanking to cure him. 
Worse still, he really does not think for 


a minute that he is being spanked for 
disobedience. Rather, he associates his 
punishment with his bad luck in drop- 
ping the cigarette box and smashing it. 

Because they consistently punish the 
child only when his disobedience has 
some particularly disastrous result, 
many mothers confuse their children and 
actually encourage them to disobey. 
There is no question that social pres- 
sures on children today are severe. Be- 
cause of their inexperience, immature 
judgment and insufficient knowledge to 
interpret situations and actions objec- 
tively and correctly, they are very often 
disturbed and unhappy. 

The fact that Larry received a spank- 





t he 


for 
his 


the 
has 
ult, 
and 


g because he broke the cigarette case 
jaturally makes him feel that he has 
paid for his misdeed and can now set 
bout some other mischief with the hope 
That it will not be quite so disastrous. 
q hat he doesn’t realize, however, is that 
leven though he has been punished, the 
wnishment cannot restore the broken 
pbject. 
| Parents, by their own inconsistencies, 
so do much to confuse their young- 
For instance, a parent may, on 
day, be determined to punish the 
hild for the slightest infraction and, on 
nother day, being busy or tired, may 
permit the child to do the same thing 
without punishing him. The child of an 
inconsistent parent, then, does not know 
when his mother means what she says or 
when she doesn’t mean it. 

Punishment one day for doing some- 
thing which he was allowed to do the 
day before, he will likely regard his 

nishment as something that just hap- 

ed rather than as something that he, 

y his behavior, caused to happen. The 

hild of an inconsistent mother, then, is 
hot only disobedient but also confused 

nd emotionally insecure. 
| The child who knows when he can ex- 
blame and when he can expect 
ise is a far happier child than one 
who never knows what he may expect. 

rtainly, it is not fair to a child to im- 
pose such inconsistencies upon him, so 
ithe parent who wants to have a happy, 
obedient child must always be mindful 
‘of consistency in all disciplinary rela- 
| tionships with the child. 

Youngsters can be further confused 
when parents disagree regarding prob- 
lems of discipline and behavior. It is 
only natural that mothers and fathers 
will disagree in some instances because 
no two people are ‘exactly alike in their 
attitudes. When mother and father ex- 
press differing opinions in front of the 
children, the youngsters are at first con- 
fused and often upset. 

Children are often very shrewd in 
sensing their own advantage when par- 
ents openly disagree and it doesn’t take 
them long to discover that they can play 
one parent against the other whenever 
such a situation arises. As soon as a 
child sides with one parent, the other 
feels that his or her authority is being 
weakened in the child’s eyes. 

Eager to retain the child’s respect, 
such a parent may become determined 
to have “his way,” with the result that 


the real issue may become clouded and 
both parents soon forget that their real 
concern is the child’s welfare. They be- 
come more interested in proving “who's 
right” than in reaching an agreement 
which gives primary consideration to 


the child. 


Nothing makes a bad situation worse | 
than to side with a child so that he feels | 


that he has been a martyr. On the other 
hand, some parents try to present a 
“united front” on all issues and nothing 
a child may do or say will change their 
decision. In such a case, a child to resent 
both of his parents and think of Mother 
and Dad as always being against him. 

Before blaming a child for some mis- 
deed, parents should be doubly sure that 
the child is at fault. Where this is not 
determined in advance and the child is 
subsequently found to be blameless, is 
it any wonder that the child becomes 
more and more confused and upset? 
Parents should also be sure that in giv- 
ing a child an order or making a rule 
for his conduct, they are prepared to 
see that he obeys it at all times. If the 
matter is too trivial to be enforced, or 
if the rule is too rigid for the child to 
follow, don’t tell him that he must fol- 
low it. 

It is not wise to punish a child for his 
first disregard of a command or rule. 
After all, children are human, and be- 
cause of this, are to be expected to be 
as forgetful as adults—if not more so. 
They are also human enough to “try 
out” Mother to see whether she really 
meant it when she tells them that she 
positively will stand for no disobedience 
whatever. 

In Larry’s case, for example, had he 
been severely scolded when he broke the 
“no touching” rule at home, he would 
have been spared the subsequent spank- 
ing at his aunt’s house and, in all prob- 
ability, this would have saved his aunt’s 
cigarette case. However, if a child per- 
sists in disobedience, he should certainly 
be punished. 

It is just as harmful to allow a child 
complete freedom, without regard to the 
rights and needs of others as it is to 
force him to grow up in an atmosphere 
where he is inhibited and suppressed by 
constant restrictions. The child who has 
no guidance and no restrictions is apt 
to grow up as a very aggressive indi- 
vidual with an exaggerated sense of his 
own importance while the overdis- 
ciplined child (Continued on Page 71) 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 





( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Just about the time wee 
ones start finding out what 
wonderful things their feet 
and arms can do, they 
also develop the art of 
mimicry. (It’s plenty of 
fun to copy-cat everything 
mom and daddy do.) 


Mrs. Dan Gerber That’s fine and dandy 


when it’s a case of peek-a-boo or patty cake. 
But it’s a good idea to watch bad habits. For 
example: keep pins out of your mouth 
while diapering. Put scissors, needles and 
matches away directly after using. 
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Memo on meat. Did you know that rapidly 
growing babies need more than three times 
as much protein per pound of body weight 
as adults? Proteins contribute to baby’s 
growth, muscle and bone development. 
That’s why meat with its “complete” pro- 
tein is such an important part of baby’s diet. 


Helpful measure. Gerber’s Strained Meats 
are ideal when it comes to providing those 
complete proteins. They’re specially pre- 
pared from selected, juicy Armour cuts... 
have so little fat and fiber they’re easy 
to digest as milk. That’s probably why so 
many doctors recommend Gerber’s Meats 
almost as soon as baby starts on cereal and 
fruit. Each of the 7 savory varieties is solid 
meat, with just enough broth added to give 
the nice-on-the-tongue texture babies like. 


Short swab story. This is from a foresighted 
mother! She keeps cotton squares lightly 
moistened with baby oil, in a pint size 
mason jar on baby’s toilet tray. When baby’s 
ready for swabbing, she’s all set to do the 
job in a jiffy. 


Mealtime success story. That's usually the 
score when you serve Gerber’s Strained 
Vegetables. Such appealing true colors. 
Such naturally-good true flavors. And the 
extra-smooth, good-feeling texture makes 
them especially palatable to tiny tots. Eight 
varieties, including such golden treasures 
as Carrots, Squash, Sweet Potatoes... and 
those perennial favorites ... Peas, Green 
Beans, Beets, Spinach and Mixed Vegetables. 
GERBER’S BABY FOODS, FREMONT, MICHIGAN 
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HEALTH 


Diseases 
Be Cured? 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 


Author of “The Biology Of The Negro” 


F A DOCTOR IS told only that a 
“patient has heart disease he has re- 
eived very little useful information be- 
ause he knows that there are many 
rms of this complaint. Some are triv- 
al and some are serious. Some may 
,0t incapacitate the patient, others may 


keep him bedridden. 


There are those that are painful and 


there are those that are not. Some are 


urable and some are beyond medical 


help. Some affect infants, some occur 


n old age. Some are primary diseases 
of the heart, others are secondary to 
lisease elsewhere in the body. They 
liffer as to cause, as to symptoms, and 
s to the changes in the structure of the 
1eart. 

To determine exactly which form of 
\eart disease each particular patient has, 


the doctor must make extensive exami- 


iations which include x-ray, listening 


with the stethoscope, taking the blood 


yressure, recording the electrical im- 
julses from the heart with a machine 
alled the electrocardiograph, making 
hemical tests, taking bacteriological 
ultures, observing the effect of exercise 
nd various others. 

lhe heart is a specialized kind of mus- 
le that differs from any other muscle 
n the body in that its action is not sub- 
ect to voluntary control and that it 
ever stops moving except for a tiny 
raction of a second between beats. The 
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Because there are so many different kinds of heart disease, a patient must submit to 
extensive examinations. Some forms of the disease are trivial, others can be very serious. 


heart muscle is arranged as a hollow box 
divided into four compartments that are 
either directly or indirectly connected 
with each other. 

The sole purpose of the heart is that 
of a pump which keeps the blood mov- 
ing through channels to all parts of the 
body. The blood comes into two of the 
four compartments of the heart that lie 
side by side. It is then forced by con- 
traction of the muscle into the other 
two paired compartments and from there 
out to the body. Thus the heart is, in 
fact, two pumps acting simultaneously 
and in harmony to maintain two sepa- 
rate streams of blood. One stream goes 
in and out of the left side of the heart 
and ones goes in and out of the right 
side. 

The blood going out of the left side 
of the heart is bright red in color be- 


cause it contains a large amount of vital 
oxygen which is delivered to all parts 
of the body. When this oxygen is given 
up to the different organs it returns to 
the heart, this time to the right side. 
The blood, now a dark bluish-red fluid 
called venous blood, goes out of the right 
side into the lungs. Here it is charged 
with a fresh supply of oxygen. 

From the lungs the again bright red 
blood, called arterial blood, goes back 
into the left side of the heart, once again 
ready to go out to the body organs. 
Doctors call the circulation from the left 
heart the systemic circulation because it 
keeps blood going to the entire body. 

They call the circulation of the right 
side the pulmonary circulation because 
it has to do with sending used blood to 
the lungs for a fresh supply of oxygen. 
The systemic circulation is also 
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major circulation because it supplies 
larger area than the minor circulation, 
t both are of equal importance. 

‘Anyone who has pumped up a tire 

mows that there must be a valve in order 

do the job. Each downstroke of the 
mp forces air into the tire, but to keep 
air from coming back into the pump 

re is a tiny valve in the tire stem that 
sliows the air to go only in one direction. 

Sometimes the valve leaks a little and 

you have to pump harder and longer to 

pep the tire filled. The heart works on 
same principle. 
' Blood flows into the lower compart- 
iment of the left heart. When the heart 
‘contracts, the blood would be forced out 
ithe same way it entered except for a very 
ieficient heart valve. The only exit pos- 
‘sible is into the upper compartment. 
When the heart contracts again, a set of 
valves closes to keep it from going back 
Minto the lower compartment and another 
iset opens to let the blood out of the up- 
per compartment into a large blood ves- 
sel called the aorta. Similarly, in the 
tight heart are valves that keep the blood 
| going from the lower compartment into 
the upper one and then out into the 
| pulmonary artery which goes to the 
~ lungs. 
| Thus, the heart is a fantastically ingen- 
/ uous structure designed by nature to 
keep the blood in circulation. The action 
' of the heart is regulated by two sets of 
nerves, one from the brain which chiefly 
regulates the speed at which the heart 
works, and another set which is built in- 
side the heart that coordinates its vari- 
ous parts so that it works smoothly and 
efficiently. 

In order to maintain this almost cease- 
less pumping of blood, the heart muscle 
must be nourished with a large amount 
of oxygen and food. This is accom- 
plished, not by the blood that passes 
through the compartments of the heart, 
but by blood that flows through the walls 
of the muscle in a special set of blood 
vessels coming from the outside of the 
heart. These are called the coronary 
arteries. 

Thus we see that the heart has four 
component parts— 1) the heart muscle, 
2) the heart valves, 3) the coronary 
arteries, and 4) the nerves of the heart. 
Disease can and does affect any one or 
all of these components. In fact, doctors 
classify heart (Continued on Page 81) 
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Romantically lovely real hair—styled for you by 
Coronet, one of the oldest manvfacturers of 
quality hair goods. Now you can have lustrous, 


shining hair to crown your beavty. Smart 
beauties of today—the cover girls—enhance 
their beauty and change their personality 
instantly with Coronet hoir pieces and 
wigs. Only you know your secret—Coronet 
hair looks just like nature's own. Others 
can only see your increased glamour with 
luxuriant hair smartly styled. So easy— 
just pin your Coronet hair on and comb 
your own hair into it. They blend per- 
fectly and your Coronet hair stoys os 
secure as your own. 


Style #60 ANGEL HALO. A 
charming halo of fine Feather 
Curls that completely encircles 
no head. Lovely as your own 
air, you enhance your natural 


hair beauty. — Single 





style #12 COVER GIRL 
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VISIT OUR FACTORY SHOWROOMS 
CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 


Dept. TC-70 2 Beaver Street, Newark 2, N.J. 
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A beautifully ar- 
ranged Cluster 
of Curis that 
gives 


you poise 
and charm. 
Crowning your 


hale, it is smart- 
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Sma | 935° 
Medium $550 
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Back Feather 


Enclose sample or check hair shade 


0) Jet Black, a; 


Off Black, 
ixed Gray $1.50 extra 


O Dk. Brown, [) Brown 


CORONET BEAUTY PRODUCTS, INC. 

2 Beaver Street, Dept. TC-70 , Newark 2, New Jersey 

(10 $1.00 deposit enclosed. Will pay balance C.0.D. pius 
small postal charges. 

(0 Please rush the following C.0.D. Will pay postman 
plus small postal charges. 
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Item Shade Price 


; Zone State 











Trapped 
By Passion 


(Continued from Page 27) 


life. He made you love him so much that 
you can’t see someone else. You're not 
being fair to the child.” 

Then I heard my mother crying, and I 
ran out in my nightgown. 

“Go away, Trudy, I hate you... go 
away!” 

After that, they were careful when they 
talked, but sometimes, when I pretended 
to be asleep, I heard them. And I always 
thought Aunt Trudy was crazy. Why 
should mother want to marry anyone? She 
had me, and we were so happy! 

As I grew older, I spent a lot of time at 
Trudy’s apartment. She was fun, even 
though I thought her strange. Her place 
wasn’t elegant, but she had it just as nice 
as she could with all the latest decorating 
ideas. I used to enjoy my visits there. 
Uncle Ben was a small man, with a big 
sense of humor. He was really fond of 
me and was always giving me things. 
Trudy bossed him terribly, and he laughed 
at her. He was an accountant at the local 
newspaper, and had held the same job 
for years. 

One night I went to spend the evening 
there. Mother had gone to a lecture with 
one of the women she worked with, and 
Trudy invited me for dinner and the eve- 
ning. Uncle Ben went out to bowl, and 
we carried the dishes in the kitchen to 
put them in the dish washer. Then Trudy 
looked at me with an intent look, and her 
face broke into a big smile. 

“Marilyn, you’re growing into a beauty. 
You're going to be even prettier than your 
mother.” 

My face grew red, but I laughed. Aunt 
Trudy always said what she meant, and I 
was used to it. 

“I -hepe you’ have mere sense than 
your mother,” she went on. “You will be 
able to have any man you want. It is just 
as easy to marry a rich man as a poor one. 
Look at your mother. She could have re- 
married if she had wanted. But she clung 
to a dead memory. Don’t you be that 
foolish!” 

“But, Trudy,” I protested, “What about 
love?” 

“Love,” she snorted. “You can learn to 
love anyone!” 

“Then .. .” I was embarrassed, but I 
had to say it. “What about you, Uncle Ben 
isn’t rich . . .” Then I stopped, feeling as 
if I had said too much. 

She laughed. “Oh, it’s different with me. 
Look at me,” she smiled. “I’m big, awk- 
ward, homely. I was lucky to even get a 
man. And I’ve worked ever since we were 
married. Between the two of us we have a 
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nice life. But that’s not for you. You were 
born to have the world at your feet. Be 
smart, young lady, you'll go far.” 

Mother and I talked about it later that 
night. I told her what Trudy had said, 
and she looked worried. 

“Darling, Trudy is bitter. She loved a 
man very much once, but he didn’t love 
her. So she married Uncle Ben. I think 
she loves him now, but she has a mixed 
up sense of values. She is a wonderful 
person, just has funny ideas.” 

It was always like that. Trudy would 
talk to me and I would wonder, but mother 
always set me straight. I was in high 
school then, and Trudy was right about one 
thing. I was really beautiful. My hair 
was fine and glossy, a lovely shade of dark 
brown. And my eyes were soft brown with 
long dark lashes. My skin was clear and 
my lips were full and red. I had a good 
figure, in fact, too good. Mother and I 
had to be careful how I dressed so that I 
wouldn’t look brazen. You know how it is 
with some girls. If they wear too much 
make-up or too bright clothes they can 
look cheap. But mother had wonderful 
taste, and I managed to stay sweet looking. 

I dated some but wasn’t interested in 
any special boy. I was happy, and really 
young for my age. I guess not having a 
man around the house made it different. I 
was shy with boys, and when one of them 
got fresh on a date it scared me, and I 
didn’t go out much after that. 

Then that awful night came, and I was 
suddenly alone. Oh, I had Trudy and Ben, 
they insisted that I live with them. Still, 
I felt completely alone. I had worshipped 
my mother, and she was gone. 

It was then that the bitterness came 
over me. I began to think that maybe 
Trudy was right. Mother had sacrificed 
her life. If she hadn’t loved Dad so, she 
would have married again; and could have 
had the operation on time, without worry- 
ing about money. I was in the right frame 
of mind to listen to Trudy. 

I wanted to quit school, but she insisted 
that I finish. She told me how much 
mother had wanted me to finish school and 
go at least a year to business school. 

“You have only a semester left,” she 
said. “Finish that. It’s important to your 
future.” 

So I agreed, and some how I managed 
to get through those last months. Upon 
graduation I was ready to get a job, but 
again Trudy was firm. She laughed at me. 

“Don’t be silly, Marilyn. You go to 
business school, then you can get a good 
job, in a big office, with lots of men. That 
way you can meet the right ones, and in- 
sure your future.” 

That year was a dull routine. I went to 
school most of the day and studied the 
rest of the time. I made few friends, and 
refused any dates that were asked. I had 
a goal in mind. I was waiting for the right 
man. 


T SEEMS FUNNY now that I didn’t 
miss companionship and the fun and 
excitement of dating. I guess the reason 


was that at first I missed Mother so much 
I could think of little else. Then by the 
time the first sharp grief had worn off, I 
had begun to think as Aunt Trudy did. 
Love had gotten my mother nothing. | 
would not marry for love. I would marry 
for money. 

That fall I got a job in the office of a 
big real estate firm. There were many 
employees in the firm. It was owned by 
three men; Myers, Jackson and Reed. Mr. 
Reed and Mr. Myers worked in the of- 
fice, and Mr. Jackson handled the South 
American end of the business. 

Gradually I became used to the routine 
of the office and liked it a lot. The girls 
were all very nice, and I became good 
friends with one of them, June McNeill. 
She was a cute girl with dark hair and 
eyes. One day while we were eating lunch 
she asked me why I never dated. 

I just laughed, but when she kept look- 
ing at me, I answered. 

“Oh, I’m waiting for the right one.” 

“But, Marilyn, you’re too pretty to be 
so... well, cold,” she finished, embar- 
rassed. 

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’m just waiting 
for my big chance. I’m not throwing my 
life away on just anyone.” 

My big chance came when I had been 
with the firm a year. I was twenty then, 
and prettier than I ever had been. With 
Trudy’s help I dressed a little more daring- 
ly, but still kept myself from being ob- 
vious. I just couldn’t help the curves. 
They showed in whatever I wore. June 
came rushing in that morning. 

“Come on to coffee, I’ve got news.” 

We rode the elevator down to the coffee 
shop and ordered coffee and rolls. June 
was bursting with excitement. 

“Well,” I smiled. “What is so exciting?” 

“Mr. Jackson is coming home this 
week!” 

“So?” I answered, disappointed. 
“What's so terrific about that?” 

“Oh you,” she pouted for a minute, but 
then rushed on. “You’ve never seen him, 
or you wouldn’t talk that way. He’s a 
dream. You know, one of those older, dis- 
tinguished men. His wife died a couple 
of years ago, and he hasn’t been back 
since. They say he was desolate with 
grief. But he’s coming now, and everyone 
in the office is excited. 

“Don’t tell me you have a crush on 
him?” I laughed. 

“Well... if it weren’t for Bob I 
might,” she sighed. 

“Bob . . . well is it that serious?” 

“I’m afraid so. We’re going to be mar- 
ried when he gets his promotion.” 

For a moment I was envious. Bob Brady 
worked in the office. He was handsome 
and lots of fun. But then I remembered. 
His promotion! That would take time, 
how long? Then there would be children, 
and he’d always be waiting for another 
promotion, and there would never be quite 
enough to meet the demands of a growing 
family. Oh, no, I thought. Not for me! 

I realized then that June was waiting for 
me to comment. 











“That’s wonderful, June. I hope you'll 
be very happy.” 

She smiled, a shy, happy smile. “Get- 
ting back to the subject, though, he’s just 
rolling, and has no children. He’s a good 
catch for some older woman.” 

I was confused for a second until I re- 
alized she was back to Mr. Jackson again. 

“What did you just say?” I asked, in- 
terested. 

“T said he’s a good catch for some older 
woman.” 

Older I thought, why older? No chil- 
dren, lots of money. He sounded just right. 

“When is he coming?” I asked. 

“Thursday. He’ll be in the office Thurs- 
day morning.” 

“How interesting,” I said. And my 
thoughts were already racing ahead, plan- 
ning what I’d wear that morning. 

Trudy was as excited as I that Thursday 
morning when I left for work. I had 
bought a new pale blue dress that was 
made for my coloring and figure. It was 
fitted in the waist with big pockets and 
three-quarter-length sleeves. It had a high 
collar which did more for me than a low 
neck would have. I looked very proper, 
but very inviting. 

When Gregg Jackson came in that 
morning, I saw that June wasn’t kidding. 
He was handsome, with a fine head of hair, 
gray at the temples, and an athletic build. 
He was somewhere around fifty, but well 
preserved. This may not be so easy, I 
thought, P'll bet lots of women would like 
to snag him. 

He stopped to talk with several of the 
employees, and when I saw he was com- 
ing near, I rose and walked over to the 
files, deliberately. As I turned, I saw he 
was watching me, and the quick look of 
interest in his eyes was encouraging. He 
came over to June then, and she intro- 
duced us. I hadn’t had much experience 
with men, but it was my innocence and 
beauty that appealed to him. He had had 
many sophisticated women after him. I 
was a refreshing change. And Aunt Trudy 
was a good coach. 

We went out several times the first two 
weeks, and then I brought him home for 
dinner. It was a huge success. Trudy was 
charming, witty, and Uncle Ben provided 
a stable background. Gregg was pleased 
with them. Cleverly, Trudy drew the pic- 
ture of me as a poor motherless young girl, 
being brave about it all. I could see the 
sympathy in Gregg’s eyes. From then on 
it was easy. 

I knew I was acting like a stinker. But 
I didn’t care. I had never been in love, 
and didn’t know what I was missing. Gregg 
was handsome, and very well versed in the 
ways of the world. I did like him. He was 
good company. When we went to a res- 
taurant, people always turned to look at 
us. We made a handsome couple. So 
when he asked me to marry him, two 
months after we met, I accepted without 
hesitation. 

We had a quiet wedding, then left for a 
trip to New York. I was pleased with 
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Gregg, and when he made love to me that 
first night he was so sweet and considerate 
that it was easy for me. I responded eager. 
ly, and Gregg was mad about me. I felt 
that I had the world at my feet. I didn’t 
realize that you can’t scheme and do the 
things I had done without paying for it, 

Gregg had mentioned his nephew Bil] 
casually a few times, and I hadn’t paid 
much attention. But when we had been in 
New York a week, Gregg brought him up 
again. 

“I'd like to go to Buffalo tomorrow and 
see Bill,” he said. “He’s the only relative | 
have, and I want him to meet you. He’s the 
only Jackson besides me.” 

“I'd love to meet him,” I answered, 
“Tell me something about him.” 

“Bill’s different from most people,” 
Gregg said seriously. “He’s a doctor, | 
guess I told you that. But he doesn’t care 
about making money for himself. His big 
dream is to build the small clinic he has 
into a big thing, entirely for the benefit of 
the needy. He wants to be able to afford 
the best doctors for them. He’s a fine 
young man.” 

When we arrived in Buffalo the next day 
we went straight to Bill’s apartment. 
Gregg had a key and we went in. 

“Bill’s not married,” Gregg explained. 
“So he doesn’t need much room.” 

The apartment was small, but nice. | 
explored it happily. Gregg followed me, 
watching my every move. Every once in a 
while he caught me in his arms and kissed 
me. I moved away finally. 

“Gregg, Bill may come.” 

Just then we heard steps on the stairs, 
and Gregg hastily wiped his lips. Then the 
door opened and Bill walked in. For no 
reason my knees went weak, and my heart 
started to pound. He looked at me for a 
long time, then turned to Gregg. 

“You didn’t tell me to expect this,” and 
his voice had an odd sound to it. 

“What do you mean?” Gregg laughed. 
“T wired you that I was married.” 

“Yeah,” Bill laughed then. “Only, 
well ...” he walked over to me then. 
“Glad to meet you, Marilyn,” he said. 

We talked for quite a while, mostly 
about Bill’s work. The more I watched 
and listened to him, the odder I felt. He 
was shorter than Gregg, and not at all 
handsome. But he had a look of fineness 

and character about him, and something 
in me started breaking up. Things like this 
just don’t happen, I told myself. Stop 
being a fool. 


M UCH LATER Gregg suggested that he 
run down to the store and get some 
steaks and trimmings for dinner. 

“Give you two a chance to get acquaint- 
ed,” he said. 

When he was gone, Bill just sat there 
looking at me. I felt awful suddenly. My 
expensive gray suit, and fur scarf, and the 
huge diamond on my finger, all seemed 
cheap. 

“I want to congratulate you,” he said at 
last. “You made a fine catch.” His voice 








was heavy with sarcasm. 
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“What do you mean?” I gasped. 

“Don’t put on the act with me.” he said. 
‘When a girl in her early twenties mar- 
ties a man fifty-five, there has to be a rea- 
gn. And it usually isn’t love.” 

“How dare you?” I cried, rising. 

“Save it,” he snapped. “I want to say 
gmething before he gets back. Gregg is a 
well guy, and so was his first wife. He 
uflered a lot when she died. I want to 
yarn you. Don’t ever do anything to him 

. to make him unhappy. Or you'll have 
fo answer to me.” 

why you... 
was sure I would start crying. 
ight, that is what hurt. I 
Gregg. I never had. 

“He’s happy.” I finally managed to gasp 
out. “I'll make him happy.” 

“| imagine you will . . . in some ways,” 
he said, looking me over from head to foot 
inan insulting manner. 

That was too much. I ran to him and 
sapped him hard across the face. He 
gabbed my arm roughly, looking at me 
ina terrible way, and I thought for a mo- 
ment he would hit me back. Instead, as if 
uable to control himself, he took me in 
his arms and kissed me with such force 
that I cried out. The whole world was 
upside down in that moment, and I sud- 
denly wanted to die. He looked shaken 
fora moment, then pushed me away. 


I couldn’t go on: I 
And he was 
didn’t love 


“I might have known,” he said, disgust 
in his voice. “Any man... any man at 


all. As long as you have the one with 
money for keeps.” 

I sat down sobbing. I hadn’t meant to 
answer his kiss like that. It had just hap- 
pened. But he was wrong about me. There 
had never been any man . . . never would 
have been if I hadn’t met him. In such a 
short time he had ruined everything. 

When Gregg returned, I had control of 
myself, and they cooked supper. We all 
tried to be gay, but it was a little forced. 
We left early, after making plans to meet 
the next evening for dinner and dancing. 
I wanted to say I couldn’t go, but I didn’t 
dare. I would have had no reason. 

Next day we went to see Bill’s clinic. 
It was small, but cheerful and comfortable. 
Everyone there spoke highly of Bill. They 
all respected him. so very much, and 
praised him to Gregg and me. They all 
said it was such: a wonderful thing he was 
doing, and that we needed more young 
men like him. 

Bill came in then, and waved when he 
saw us. He looked so assured in his doc- 
tor’s coat, and went about his duties ef- 
ficiently. Oh why did I have to meet him? 
He spoke civilly to me, but talked mostly 
to Gregg. It was obvious that he loved 
his uncle very much. I suppose it was 
natural for him to hate me. 

That night I had dressed in my plainest 
cocktail dress and put my hair. in a bun. 
I wanted to look as prim as possible with 
Bill coming, to convince him that I wasn’t 
as bad as he thought. But when Gregg 
saw me like that, he was disappointed. 

“Come on, darling,” he said, “Wear 


something gay. This is a big evening. And 
put your hair down, it is so lovely.” 

I was trapped again. The yellow cocktail 
dress that he asked me to wear was a sen- 
sation. I hadn’t wanted to buy it, but 
Gregg had been so pleased that he’d almost 
insisted. So there we were. As we walked 
toward our table, I could feel people’s eyes 
on me. I felt like dying. Bill was there 
ahead of us, and he looked at me with a 
knowing look. 

“You look 
floor show,” he grinned, and Gregg smiled 
with pleasure. But I didn’t smile. I knew 
how he meant it. I don’t know how I 
managed to eat, but I did somehow. After 
Gregg and I had danced a times, 
Gregg suggested that Bill and I try it. I 
didn’t want to. And I knew that Bill didn’t 
want to touch me, but he couldn’t refuse. 

On the floor, his arms 
trembled at the nearness of his body. My 
heart was pounding again, and I had dif- 


good enough to be in the 


few 


around me, | 


ficulty in breathing. Bill didn’t talk, and 
we danced quietly. But soon I realized 
that he was holding me closer, and he put 
his face against my hair. His voice was 


muffled as he spoke. 

“The most beautiful woman in the place. 
Too bad she’s not as good as she looks.” 

I stiffened and pulled away, but he had 
a strange look on his face. I wondered 
for a moment whether he felt as I did. 
But I knew it couldn’t be true. He hated 
me. 

We left for New York the next morning. 
In the three weeks that followed, we saw 
all the plays and shows we could manage. 
It was fun, but the excitement was gone. 
The first week there, before I met Bill, 
had been so very happy. Now my heart 
ached all the time. I felt sorry for myself, 
but even more sorry for 
never to make him unhappy. 

When we arrived back home. we took 
an apartment overlooking the water. It 
was lovely, and Gregg and I enjoyed 
furnishing it. Gregg was to stay in this 
country for a year, then go back to his of- 
fice in South America. I learned to meet 
his business associates and their wives 
without shrinking with fear. The wives 
were all very cool at first, but when they 
saw I was not as aggressive as I looked, 
they became friendly, and gradually I be- 
came an accepted part of them. I learned 
to play bridge, and joined some clubs. 

It was a gay, busy life, the one I had 
always dreamed of; and I was terribly un- 
happy. In my heart I longed for a husband 
I really loved. Someone I could cook and 
clean house for, and be more than just a 
pretty ornament. All the things I had 
looked at with such scorn before my mar- 
riage became now my secret longings. 
And all because I had met Bill. 

I don’t think Gregg sensed anything was 
wrong. He was terribly busy, and I forced 
myself to be gay when he was around. I 
saw Trudy a great deal, but never let her 
know how I felt. 

“T was right, honey, wasn’t I?” she said 
one day. And I agreed, to avoid letting 
her know my feelings. 


I vowed 


Gregg. 
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Bill wrote a few times to Gregg, and 
sometimes I read the letters. He sent his 
regards to me, but that was all. I cried 
sometimes after one of them came. He 
spoke of his plans, and how well things 
were going. It takes time, he always said, 
but he expected some day to have the clinic 
he really dreamed of. 

When we had been married eight 
months, Gregg told me that he had 
changed his will. 

“T want you to have everything,” he said. 
“Tt was to go to Bill before, but you are 
my wife. You should have it.” 

“Oh, Gregg,” I said, horrified. “I don’t 
want it. Bill needs it more than I will, and 
anyhow, you’re a young man.” He smiled 
at me with love in his eyes. 

“Marilyn, you’re a lovely person. I love 
you very much. And I know you'll do 
right by Bill if the need ever comes.” 

I tried to argue him out of it, but it was 
no use. I felt like a heel. Gregg thought 
[ was so nice, when I was such a phony. 
And Bill will know now that he is right 
about me, for Gregg wrote to him ex- 
plaining how he felt about the money. 

I received a short note from Bill after 
that. I tore it open with trembling fingers. 
It was short, and to the point. 

“Congratulations. Now you're all set. 
But just remember what I told you when 
you were here. He’s like a father to me. 
Don’t make him unhappy! !” 

I cried then, so hard that I was afraid 
| would be sick. When Gregg called and 
asked me to meet him for dinner, I begged 
off. I told him I didn’t feel well. He 
wanted to rush home, but I persuaded him 
to go without me. He was to entertain 
some business friends, and I knew he 
should go. He reluctantly agreed, and I 
hung up. 

rhat night, alone in bed, I looked clear- 
ly at myself. It was not a pleasant sight. 
Everything Bill thought of me was true. 
[ had married for money. My only desire 
out of life had been to be secure, and to 
be waited on. I was contemptible. I hated 
myself, 

But I resolved again to forget Bill... 
to put him out of my mind, and concen- 
trate harder on being a good wife. We 
had only four months before we left for 
South America. I could stick it out that 
long, then being so far away from Bill, I 
could forget him. I knew no matter what, 
I could never betray Gregg. He was a 
wonderful person. 

Three more months went by. Three 
months in which I did my best to please 
Gregg, to be the happy, gay, young girl 
he had married. And I think he was 


happy. 


( NE MORNING, a month before we 

were to leave, I received a call from the 
office. Gregg had had an attack, and was 
in the hospital. I was to come immediately. 
Completely bewildered, I dressed and 
rushed to him. The doctor told me he was 
seriously ill. He had had a heart attack. 
o9 


Vike 


I couldn’t even see him. He died that night 
without regaining consciousness. 

I couldn’t believe that it had happened. 
He had always been so active, so youthful. 
I felt responsible for it all. Perhaps it 
had been my fault. I couldn’t think 
straight. Never in my deepest thoughts 
had I wished anything to happen to Gregg. 
Yet I felt guilty. And it was a great loss 
to me. I had admired and respected him 
so very much. [| missed him terribly, and 
that was no act. 

Trudy took over for me. She made all 
the arrangements and I followed her like 
a child. She was wonderful. 

Bill came to the funeral, and his eyes 
had a deep sadness in them. I knew how 
he had loved Gregg. I longed to comfort 
him, to tell him I understood. But I 
couldn’t reach him. His look silenced me. 
He spoke to me briefly before he left. 

“Everything comes your way, doesn’t it. 
I hope you'll be very happy.” 

That brief statement hurt me worse 
than anything I had ever experienced. I 
knew he blamed me for Gregg’s death. He 
thought I was glad to be free. But he was 
wrong, and I couldn’t tell him so. I knew 
Gregg had loved me, and had been happy 
with me. I would have that much comfort 
at least. 

When Mr. Black, Gregg’s lawyer, called 
me in a week later, he told me I was a 
rich woman. I was surprised. It was more 
than I had thought. I didn’t want the 
money. I had no right to it. 

Mr. Black asked me if I had any plans. 
He was very surprised when I told him 
that I wanted Dr. Jackson to have the 
money. 

“Are you sure that is what you want?” 
he asked. “That is a lot of money to be 
giving away.” 

“I’m quite sure,” I said. “But, I need 
to get away for a few weeks first. When 
I come back, we can make the necessary 
arrangements. I’m not sure he’ll take it. 
Please keep this quiet until I return.” 

I spent a month at a small resort. I had 
to be by myself. I couldn’t be near Trudy, 
with her cheerful outlook as to my future. 
Also, I had to work up enough courage to 
tell her I was giving the money away .. . 
and to face Bill in case he should refuse it. 

At the end of the month, I felt rested 
and clear in my mind. When I returned 
home I made an appointment with Mr. 
Black. I was to see him at ten the next 
morning. I felt clean and pure for the first 
time since my mother’s death. And I was 
completely calm. 

In that frame of mind, I was quite un- 
prepared for the shock I received when I 
saw Mr. Black. Bill was contesting the 
will. Suddenly I was furious. I felt that 
all of my plans had gone haywire. And 
that was the last straw. I would gladly 
have given him the money, but I would not 
have it forced from me. 

“What chance does he have?” I asked. 

“Not too good a one,” Mr. Black an- 
swered, “except that he had been the bene- 


factor for years, and his reasons for want- 
ing it are good ones.” 

“Well,” I stormed, “I won’t give in like 
this. 've changed my mind. I am going 
to fight him.” 

The next year was one long battle. [t 
took ages for the case to be called. And 
then, after a long wait, I sat in court, with 
Bill and his lawyers. 

It was a humiliating affair. The lawyers 
for Bill painted me as a hussy, out after a 
rich husband. I felt degraded, torn, humil. 
iated. But I wouldn’t give in. I had a 
certain amount of stubborn pride. | 
wouldn’t let Bill walk all over me. 

He had a good case. Gregg had been 
like a father to Bill, and before I came 
along had planned for the money to go to 
him. Before the first trial was over I felt 
that I hated Bill. Yet, seeing him sitting 
there, or on the stand, made my knees turn 
to water. Love, I thought. What a horrible 
thing. No wonder Aunt Trudy warned me 
to stay away from it. It can hurt you so 
deeply. 

Gradually, however, the case turned my 
way, and IJ won the first trial. His lawyers 
immediately took it to a higher court, and 
a new trial was to begin that next week. 

I was reading in my apartment that 
night when the door-bell rang. I got up to 
answer it. Bill stood there. My heart went 
out-of control again. To have him so near 
I could reach out and touch him was al- 
most too much to bear. Why, oh why, did 
I have to love him so? 

“Marilyn, can I talk to you for a min- 
ute?” he asked. 

I nodded, and he came in. I offered him 
a drink, but he refused. He sat down, 
looking miserable. 

“What is it, Bill?” I asked, when | 
could trust my voice. 

His face was tormented when he looked 
up at me, and suddenly I was in his arms. 
So he felt as I had all along. He kissed 
me with a passion that set fire to my body, 
and I responded with all my being. 

Then, as he had before, he pushed me 
aside, and started for the door. Halfway 
there he stopped, and turned. 

“You little tramp,” he shouted. “You 
ruined one man, the best man that ever 
lived. And now you’re trying to do the 
same to me. I can’t get you out of my 
mind. I think of you night and day... 
yet I hate you. And all the time you sit 
back, smugly laughing at me. How many 
other men are you dangling like this!” 

“Bill,” I cried. “You don’t know what 
you’re saying. I never laughed at you... 
and there aren’t any other men. . .” 

He laughed then, before I could finish, 
and it was a terrible sound. While he was 
laughing, he looked at me, and his whole 
face changed . . . there was no mistaking 
the intent in his eyes. 

“Maybe there is a way to get you out of 
my mind,” he said, starting for me. 

I backed away. “Bill, wait,” I cried. 
“You don’t know what you're doing. ! 
never kissed any man the way I kissed you 

. and something else. You think you 
know so much... well you don’t know 
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anything. I was going to give you the 
money... yes... all of it! Until I 
found out that you were contesting the will. 
Then I got angry. I wasn’t as bad as you 
thought. 

“It’s true, I didn’t love Gregg. But I 
liked and respected him. And I was 
faithful wife, I always would have been. 
| made him happy. I didn’t know what 
love was,” The last came out in a whisper, 
and I stopped. 

Bill was looking at me strangely, as if 
he were trying to understand what I was 
saying. 

“I didn’t want to love you. I didn’t want 
itto happen,” I rushed on, “but it did, and 
| fought it so Gregg wouldn’t guess. I 
didn’t want the money. I don’t want it now. 
But I'll fight you to the ends of the earth, 
as long as you feel like this about me.” 

“You’re lying.” he said at last, but it 
wasn’t completely convincing the way he 
said it. 

“I’m not lying,” 
give the money away. I don’t want it. 
get out. I hate you. . . hate you!” 

Slowly he turned, and without a word he 
was gone. I ran to my room and cried until 


“Tf I win, ll 
Now 


I replied. 


exhaustion and sleep rescued me. 

Early the next morning, Mr. 
called. The case had been dropped. 
had given up his claim to the will. 

“Did he say anything, Mr. Black?” I 
asked “anxiously. 

“Well, he wanted to know whether or not 
it was true that you had planned to give 
him the money. I told him that it was.” 

“Where is he now?” I cried. frantically. 

“He’s gone back to Buffalo. He left on 
the early plane.” 


Black 
Bill 


HUNG UP SLOWLY, all the feeling 

gone from me. It had been an awful 
strain, the whole year, and now it was over. 
I was very glad. Automatically. I fixed my 
breakfast, and sat down to eat. Then | 
looked ahead at my life, and it seemed 
empty. What was I going to do? And sud- 
denly, without warning, I knew 

I jumped up so quickly that my chair 
fell over backwards, and I left it laying 
there as I rushed to the phone. When I 
had my reservation, I tore in and packed 
a bag, dressed, and called a cab. It wasn’t 
until I was on the plane, on my way to 
Buffalo that I wondered if I should be 


doing this. But it was too late then. 


I was almost sure that Bill loved me. 
But he was too proud ever to admit it, 
after the way he had talked to me, and the 
thing he had almost done last night. I 
knew that he would feel that he could 
never face me again. Then I had to be the 
one to go to him, 

As the cab drew up in front of Bill’s 
apartment, I had one more awful moment. 
But I grabbed my courage in both hands, 
and started up the stairs. 

It seemed like hours between the time 
that I knocked, and the door was opened. 
Bill was so surprised to see me that he 
couldn’t speak. 

“May I come in?” I said softly. 

He stood aside then, and I walked 
He closed the door and stood watching me, 
as if he couldn’t believe that I was really 
there. 

“Bill, I made an awful mistake in think- 
ing that I could marry for money and not 
regret it. But I learned my very 
well. Do you think you could ever want 
me now . that I have changed?” 

He utttered a sound as he 
reached for me. 

“Marilyn, I’ve always wanted you, from 
the moment you. I love you. 
But how can you ever forgive me, especial- 
ly after . last night?” His face grew 
red with shame. 

“Darling, didn’t know. And you 
were right to think some of the things you 
did about me. But I want you to have the 
for your clinic. It is really yours. 
Just promise me one thing. It must all go 


lesson 


strangled 


I first saw 


you 


money 


for the clinic. None of it for us. I want 
nothing to do with it personally.” 
This time as he held me close, kissing 


me, the passion was still there, but there 
was peace and happiness too. When he 
finally took his lips from mine, he looked 
at me with such love that my heart burst 
with gratitude. 

“Honey,” he said. 
more thing before I can begin to stop hat- 
ing myself. You remember the night I 
said it was a shame you weren’t as good 
look? I just want you to know 
that to me you are the most beautiful, de- 
sirable woman I have ever known. And, 
if possible, you’re even better than you 
look.” 

His lips met mine again after that, and 
there was no further use for words. 


THE END 
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Are Women 
Really The 
Weaker 
Sex? 


(Continued from Page 11) 


agination and each week picked out one 
crime story that had some humorous twist. 
It proved to be a highly popular feature 
because she wrote the articles in a way 
that exposed some human weakness or 
oddity in the news and ended up with a 
quotation. 


OR ONE OF these stories, an hilarious 

account of a divorce case, she was 
awarded the weekly bonus and Billy Hill 
himself tacked the winning article up on 
the bulletin board. I kept my head buried 
in work during the little speech Billy made 
when he handed over the ten bucks, but 
later, after the excitement died down I 
casually strolled over to the bulletin board 
to get a good look at the story. 

“What’s wrong with it, Mr. Allen?” 

I started guiltily at the sound of Kay’s 
voice behind me. “What? Oh, hello— 
congratulations,” I mumbled. 

“You don’t think much of the story, do 
you?” she challenged. 

“T wouldn’t say that.” 

“Tt’s pretty obvious,” she said, gazing at 
me steadily. “The story went through your 
hands, but you didn’t take the trouble to 
read it—until now.” 

“T handle dozens of stories a day,” I said 
defensively. 

“Why are you so dead set against wom- 
en?” she demanded, keeping her voice low. 

“Not all women,” I corrected. “Just 
those who insist on using their charms to 
invade a man’s field.” 

“So that’s it! I thought you were sin- 
cere that first day when you offered to 
help me,” she snapped, “but you really 
believe I can’t write.” 

“Not you personally,” I told her. “Wom- 
en—period!” 

She set her dimpled chin and said de- 
terminedly, “If you think you can drive 
me away, you’re sadly mistaken! I ex- 
pected to have to prove myself but I cer- 
tainly didn’t think I’d run into blind, un- 
reasoning prejudice! Wake up, Mr. Al- 
len, this is the twentieth century we’re 
living in!” 

She stalked away indignantly and her 
outburst only strengthened my conviction; 
when a woman runs out of logic she re- 
sorts to emotion. Yet, as time went on, 
Kay showed no signs of weakening. She 
carried out every assignment to the letter 
and gave not the slightest cause for com- 
plaint. I started calling her Kay because 
everyone else did, because it was shorter 
than Miss Burton, and also because I 
was determined not to make any distinc- 
tion between her and the fellows. 
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For her part, Kay was always polite, 
but noticeably cool toward me. I must ad- 
mit she was a good sport and seemed to 
have fun with everyone in the office but 
me; I told myself it didn’t matter but it 
was a blow to my pride. Especially so, 
since I considered myself something of an 
expert on women—good-looking ones, that 
is. 

Kay certainly belonged in that category. 
She wasn’t pretty in the usual sense of 
the word, but her large eyes and well- 
molded features gave her a charm that was 
hard to resist. Despite her small size, she 
was one of the shapeliest women I’d ever 
seen. If the circumstances had been dif- 
ferent I could have gone for her in a big 
way, but as it was, we barely spoke to 
each other. 

One day Billy called me into his office. 
“Why don’t you give up, Spence?” he 
asked. “You’ve tried every trick in the 
book and Kay is still here. I suggest you 
call a truce.” 

“Did she put in a beef to you?” I asked 
eagerly. 

He shook his head. “But the men out 
there did. They think you’re afraid she’ll 
make good.” 

“They're crazy! All I’m interested in is 
putting out a good sheet.” 

“Then lay off Kay and let her do a good 
job,” he said. “My guess is that you ad- 
mire her spunky spirit and are just too 
damn obstinate to admit it!” 

“You're flipping, too!” I laughed. “Kay 
means nothing to me, one way or another. 
But if the delicate little lady can’t take it, 
why don’t you transfer her to the wom- 
en’s page?” 

“You’re a stubborn fool, Spence,” he 
said grimly, “but I’m not worried about 
Kay. She’ll take all you can dish out— 
and more!” 

“We'll see.” I went to the door, but Billy 
stopped me. 

“There was a famous general who once 
said something you ought to think about,” 
he said in fatherly tones. “He said, ‘If you 
can’t lick ’em, then join ’em!’” 

Billy’s parting shot may or may not have 
made an impression; whatever the reason 
was, a short time later, both Kay and I 
were treating each other with more respect 
and friendliness. It all began at a charity 
ball sponsored by the paper. Kay showed 
up wearing a frothy blue gown and silver 
slippers that transformed her into a vision 
of loveliness. A chorus of hearty welcomes 
greeted her when she came up to the table 
that had been reserved for the editorial 
department. 

I was surprised to see that she knew the 
wives and girl friends of the other men 
and realized with a twinge of sadness that 
in the short time she had been at the 
paper Kay had built up more friendships 
than I had in several years. 

“I kept my fingers crossed all day,” she 
said as she sat down. “I was afraid Spence 
would give me a last-minute assignment 
that would keep me away.” 

A roar of good-natured protest arose. 


“We'd never let him pull a trick like 
that!” Al declared. “The only reason | 
came tonight was to dance with you, yoy 
lovely creature!” 

He made a deep bow and asked Kay fo; 
a dance, but while he was clowning I took 
her arm and led her out to the floor. If Kay 
was as surprised as the others, she kept 
it well under control. Her eyes questioned 
me. 

“The boss always gets the first dance— 
it’s an old newspaper custom,” I explained 
with a self-conscious grin. 

Kay eyed me dubiously. “Doesn’t sound 
very plausible, but at least it proves you're 
human,” she said. 

She stepped into my arms and was w 
soft and light as we began to dance that | 
forgot what I was about to say. 

“I—I wanted a chance to talk to you,” 
I told her. 

“Not about work, Spence—not tonight,” 
she begged, laying her head against my 
shoulder. “Let’s pretend we’re just or 
dinary people—a boy and a girl dancing,” 

That was enough for me as we glided 
into a waltz; I’d never imagined dancing 
could be such fun. Of course, I took an 
awful ribbing when we got back to the 
table; they all reminded me how I had 
acted toward Kay and I admit I felt pretty 
foolish. Especially, seeing what a sweet, 
appealing person she was. 

When the band played “Home. Sweet 
Home” I was again dancing with Kay, 
soft and sweet in my arms. “I’m taking 
you home,” I whispered into her ear. 

“Is that an order?” she murmured 
dreamily. 

I tightened my arm around her waist. 
“Forget I’m your boss. We’re just a fel- 
low and a girl dancing—remember?” 

“In that case, it’s up to you,” she said 
softly. 

I pretended to be shocked. “You mean 
you'll take orders from a man who isn't 
your boss?” 

She stopped dancing and placed her 
hands on her hips. “Are you trying to start 
a debate on the man-woman question?” 
she demanded without anger. 

I threw up my hands in mock horror. 
“Heaven forbid!” I laughed. “This is one 
of those situations that calls for action, 
not words!” 

I pulled her to me and held her close. 
The music stopped but I did not let her go. 
Long moments later, I released her and 
my heart was dancing crazily. Kay’s eyes 
glowed as she gazed up at me and il 
seemed that she, too, was aware of the 
thing that was happening to us. 

Later, as we said goodnight at her door, 
she gave me the same adoring look. This 
time I embraced her and found her sof. 
eager lips. I held her so close as we kissed 
it seemed I could feel her heart pounding 
against mine and I knew what it was like 
to be in love. 

But the progress of our romance Wa 
far from smooth. It seemed that Kay and 
I were always debating about womens 
rights. She was an ardent feminist and 
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accused me of being a smug, self-righteous 
male who couldn’t see that women were 
the equals of men. We'd always start out 
with a friendly discussion and invariably 
end up shouting at each other. 

I remember one night I grabbed my hat 
to go home, yelling, “Any woman I marry 
had better get used to the idea that /’m 
going to wear the pants!” 

Kay tried to keep the discussion calm. 
“No woman wants a spineless jellyfish for 
a husband, Spence,” she agreed, “but 
there’s a difference between being strong 
and protective and treating women as 
weak, brainless creatures.” 

“There’s a difference between men and 
women, and I say ‘thank the Lord for it!’ 
A woman’s place is in the home and when 
we get married—” 

“You mean, if we get married,” she re- 
torted, holding the door open for me. 

I stood glaring at her for a moment, but 
couldn’t think of an answer. So I stormed 
out, slamming the door behind me. 


TRIED TO forget about her, but I was 

hopelessly in love. I finally came to 
the conclusion that Kay was acting so 
stubbornly because she was working on a 
man’s job and the only way I could talk 
sense to her was to get her away from the 
paper. I didn’t approve of working wives 
in the. first place. So I tried to think up 
some way to make her quit the job. I had 
tried making things tough for her but she 
seemed to thrive on harsh treatment; be- 
sides, now that I loved her, I didn’t have 
the heart to shove her around. 

The outcome of a murder trial Kay was 
covering provided the excuse I was look- 
ing for. The defendant was found guilty 
and condemned to death. Someone had to 
cover the execution, so I assigned Kay. 
You’d have thought I was ordering her to 
sit in the electric chair while they were 
testing the darn thing! Everybody jumped 
on me with both feet. 

“You’ve gone too far this time, Allen!” 
Billy said grimly, after calling me into his 
ofice. “I don’t give a damn about any 
personal feud you may have with Kay, but 
giving her an assignment like this—” He 
shook his head. “I don’t like to interfere 
with an editor, but. in this case I’m order- 
ing you to—” 

“Take it easy, chief,” I said. “You don’t 
think I want her to sit in on this execu- 
tion, do you? Believe me, she’ll back down 
and I'll send one of the men.” 

“Then what’s the idea behind all this, 
Spence?” he asked, relenting somewhat. 

I tried to explain what my plan was and 
although I could see he didn’t think much 
of it, he reluctantly agreed to let me handle 
it my way. 

“You’ve got nothing to worry about,” I 
assured him. “She'll admit it’s a job for 
a man—maybe even quit.” 

He stared at me. “I can’t understand 
why you want to chase away the best re- 
Porter on the staff.” 

“So I can marry her, that’s why!” 
As the date set for the execution ap- 
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proached, Kay became awfully quiet and 
a little jumpy. She still insisted that she 
was going through with it, but I was con- 
fident that she would back down. But 
when the ticket arrived from the warden 
of the county jail, she took it without a 
word and slipped it into her purse. I got 
a little worried then. And when she 
hadn’t changed her mind when the execu- 
tion day arrived, I grew panicky. 

“You’d love to see me renege, wouldn’t 
you?” she demanded. 

“Look, Kay, this all started as a gag,” 
I confessed. “I never meant for you to go 
to that thing tonight. Why, you’d pass out 
—maybe even worse, and then the warden 
would have two corpses on his hands!” 

She gave me a tight-lipped smile. “Wom- 
en are constitutionally stronger than men 
and can stand shocks better,” she said, as 
if quoting someone. 

“Says who?” 

“Oh—somebody. An authority on the 
subject, who—” Her eyes lighted up sud- 
denly. “I’ve an idea! If I cover this story 
tonight, will you let me write a series?” 

“On what?” I asked suspiciously. 

“Never mind that. Is it a deal?” 

“Yes, but—you won’t go through with 
the execution,” I said anxiously. “You 
can’t, Kay—I won’t let you!” 

“Since I’m working tonight, I suppose 
I can have the afternoon off?” she said 
coolly. 

I nodded dumbly and watched her go, 
wondering how I could stop her. By eight 
o’clock that night I was so upset I jumped 
into my car and raced over to the county 
jail. I arrived just as the warden was 
briefing the reporters and official witnesses. 
The guards refused to let me into the room 
because I had no ticket so I asked them 
to send the Globe reporter out. When Kay 
came through the door she looked a little 
ill, but there was grim determination on 
her face. 

“T can’t let you go through with this,” 
I said. 

“Because I’m a woman?” she asked. 
“There’s another woman inside—a doctor.” 

“That’s altogether different. But we 
won't go into that now. Just hand over that 
ticket!” 

“You’re ordering me to?” 

“Yes!” 

“Because you’re my boss?” 

“Because—because I love 
shouted. 

Her face relaxed into a smile and she 
meekly handed over the ticket. “Ill wait 
here,” she said. “Hurry back, darling.” 

I joined the other witnesses and at 8:50 
we were led into the row of seats facing 
the ominous looking wood-and-metal elec- 
tric chair. A few minutes later, the pris- 
oner was brought in and strapped into the 
chair. The tension was awful and, as I 
mopped the sweat from my forehead, I 
remember thinking that it was a good 
thing I had arrived in time to prevent Kay 
from watching such barbaric proceedings. 

All of a sudden, I began trembling 
violently and then—well, that’s all I. re- 
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you!” J 


member until I found myself lying flat on 
my back, gazing up into the face of the 
woman doctor. It was the first time in my 
life I’d ever fainted. 

Well, that’s about all. The story I 
wrote for the paper that was only partly 
fictional and two weeks later I kept my 
bargain with Kay and started running the 
series she had written. Those features 
were really something! The first one 
started off: 

WHAT EVERY WOMAN KNOWS 
AND EVERY MAN OUGHT TO 
By Kay Burton 

Women are smarter than men. 

Women can stand pain better. They live 
longer. They are not the “weaker sex.” 

These are just a few of the conclusions 
reached by medical and sociological ex- 
perts—most of them men. Of course, wom- 
en have known these things all along but 
only recently has their intuitive knowledge 
been backed up by facts and figures. 

There is a reason for this, according to 
M. F. Ashley Montagu, author of Man’s 
Most Dangerous Myth: The Fallacy of 
Race and The Natural Superiority of Wom- 
en. A professor of anthropology at Rut- 
gers University, Montagu states: 

“Mankind is about a million years old. 
So is womankind. For the greater part of 
that million years, men have been dicta- 
torial, unkind and unfair to women... 
Women play a much more important role 
in the world than their menfolk have been 
ready to admit. After all, if you’re af- 
flicted with inferiority feelings—as the 
male is with respect to the female—you’ve 
got to play the lord and master. 

“You can’t admit that women are your 
equals and—perish the thought—certainly 
not your superiors. And yet this is what 
modern research and experience strongly 
suggest.” 

Well, that was how Kay started her se- 
ries, and, believe it or not,-I read every 
word she wrote. Perhaps, if she had writ- 
ten only her opinion, I would have laughed 
it off, but she let the experts speak for her. 
For instance, she quoted the recent re- 
marks of Dr. William G. Leaman, Jr., head 
of the department of medicine at the Wom- 
en’s Medical College of Pennsylvania. 

Dr. Leaman told a meeting of the Okla- 
homa Clinical Society, “Women are smart- 
er than men . .. Women can lose more 
blood. Women can stand more shock. They 
are far better drivers. They can go into a 
profession and hold their own provided 
men don’t give them an inferiority com- 
plex. They can hold down a job, take 
care of a home and family, and, at the 
same time, guard the supposedly stronger 
male.” 

I—and all the other Globe readers— 
learned of a study made during World War 
II in the heavily bombed areas of London 
and Kent which showed that nearly 70 
per cent more men broke down emotional- 
ly than women. And Frank D. Long, a 
British medical authority, reported “It 
may be true that women are more emo- 
tional than men in romance,. but they are 


less so in air raids. They perform the jo} 
in hand with calmer deliberation than men 
. . . Women also recover under psycho. 
logical treatment quicker than men do,” 


(CONTRARY TO popular opinion, syj.- 

cide rates are much higher for men 
than for women. In the U.S. the ratio jg 
10 males to 3 females, leading two author. 
ities to remark, “Suicide may be called a 
masculine type of reaction.” 

In the first year of life, three boy babies 
die to every two girl babies, and girls tests 
show that girls mature intellectually more 
rapidly than boys and also do better in 
school. 

The life expectancy for women is higher 
than for men all over the world, except for 
parts of India. In the United States, the 
life expectancy is 71.0 years for white 
women and 65.5 years for white men; 625 
years for non-white women and 58.1 years 
for non-white men. 

One writer on the subject of male-ys. 
female points out that women are less sus. 
ceptible to colds, even though women’s 
winter clothing averages a scant 2.6 pounds 
compared to a husky male’s average of 83 
pounds. 

Kay’s series of articles covered almost 
every phase of life and emphasized that 
because men and women are different that 
is no proof of superiority or inferiority. 
She also pointed out how women are dis- 
criminated against even under the law. In 
a dozen states, for example, a man can get 
a divorce on proof of his wife’s “unchaste 
eharacter” prior to her marriage. 

As far as sex is concerned, Dr. Alfred 
Kinsey and his associates have reported 
that the sex desire and capacity of women 
varies more and has a wider range than 
that of men. Not only does the sex desire 
of women run in 24- or 28-day cycles, but 
sex itself has different meanings for 
women. 

Dr. Stanley Brav conducted a survey in 
which women reported on their honey: 
moons. Seventy-five per cent said their 
honeymoons had been successful, and yet 
50 per cent of this same group reported 
that sexual union had not been satisfac- 
tory. But they still felt that the honeymoon 
had been a complete success! 

Kay ended her series by asking the 
question whether it would be wise for 
women to assert their superiority. She ar 
swered her own question by quoting Dr 
Leaman, who told his fellow doctors: 

“It is a woman’s world if she wants to 
admit it and claim it. But perhaps she 
would be unwise to do so.” 

And Kay heeded that bit of advice. 
Having proved her point and showing me 
a new approach to the whole subject, she 
handed in her resignation at the paper. 

Later, I asked her why she hadn’t writ 
ten about the way I had passed out at the 
execution in order to strengthen her a 
gument. She smiled, gave me an affet 
tionate kiss and asked, “If I’d done that, 


would you have married me, darling?” 


THE END 
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Hit-And- 


Run Lover 
(Continued from Page 21) 


management had to turn patrons away 
every night. Five nights a week a network 
picked us up for a half-hour radio show, 
and the fan mail stacked up like Pike’s 
Peak. 

Since we’d been back, Id left the dolls 
strictly alone. I’d decided that maybe 
was guys like me who made women like 
Lola Babson go on the loose. 
of the side men had said in Galveston, the 
odds would catch me one day. Some doll’s 
husband or lover would hunt me up, give 
me the works. 

But I missed having a girl; having some- 
one to encourage me, salve my ego. I had 
a house up in the mountains, and lately 
it had been awfully empty and lonely 
when I went in. 

Driving home one morning, my lights 
picked up a stalled car about a half mile 
from my place. It was a big tan convertible 
with a flat tire. A girl stepped out on the 
road, waved for me to stop. I swerved 
around, drove on. This was a deserted 
stretch of road; the flat might be a trap 
for a holdup. 

Then I slowed, stopped, began to back 
down the grade. I’d take a chance. I 
might be caught in the same fix sometime. 
It might be hours before another car came 
along. I parked, got my flash, went back 
to the convertible. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you stopped,” the girl 
cried. She was small, but a nice armful. 
“I was beginning to think nobody would 
ever come along.” 

“Tough place to have a flat,” I said, and 
ran the flash over the tire. Near the hub 
cap was the shining head of a new nail. 
That nail hadn’t been picked up on the 
road. 

She said, “I would have tried to fix it 
myself, but my spare’s in the shop. Do 
you know where I can find a phone? Call 
someone to come out?” 

“I could call for you. I live around the 
bend up there. But you’d better come 
along. I don’t think you ought to stay here 
alone.” 

She hesitated, and I said, “You'll be 
perfectly safe. I’m Johnny King. And 
despite reports to the contrary, I never 
molest dolls in distress.” 

“You mean the Johnny King? The one 
with Sugar Sands?” 

I confessed that I was. She laughed a 
little. It was pure music. She said, “And 
to think we’ve been neighbors for weeks. 
I'd no idea I was practically rubbing el- 
bows with a celebrity. I’m Cindy March. 
I live just two houses beyond you.’ 

I opened her car to get her keys and 


And as one 





lock up. Peeping out from under the seat 
was a hammer. I wondered why she’d 
taken such elaborate pains to meet me. 
The hammer and the new nail in the tire 
were a dead giveaway. It wouldn’t take 
long to find out that I came along here 
about three every morning. And but for a 
stray car or two, I was the only person who 
did use this road around three. I won- 
dered what Cindy March’s game was. 

I took her to my car, helped her in. In 
the glow from the dashboard I got my 
first good look at her. I stood staring for 
a moment. She was all I liked in dolls 
plus some enchanting improvements I'd 
never dreamed of till now. Her face with 
its wide dark eyes was finely chiseled; her 
skin was velvet smooth and the color of 
creamed coffee. Her blouse inside her fur 
jacket arched out like a strung bow, 
tapered off to a tiny waist, then curved out 
to perfectly rounded hips. 

I went around, crawled under the wheel, 
shaking like lightning had side-swiped me. 
Careful, Johnny boy. This may be the 
one. The one who'll take your heart and 
break it to bits. 

My house was a four-room adobe, 
and comfortable. I turned on the lights, 
went to the fireplace, lighted the logs. Even 
in June, it got bitterly cold up here. 

“T like your house,” Cindy March said, 
looking around at my leather 
couches and chairs, and the deep wines and 
blues of the Navajos. 

I said, “Care for a drink while I cal 

“A little bourbon and soda would be 
nice.” 

In the bright light, she was even more 
bewitching. And what bothered me. she 
wasn’t turning on the works. Wasn’t try- 
ing to charm me. The lure was the fresh 
clean sweetness of her. I went to the 
kitchen, fixed her drink, poured a glass of 
milk for me, went back to her. 

She looked at my milk. “Oh, 
drink?” 

I grinned. “Sure. Milk.” 

I had to call six places before I found 
an all-night station that would send some- 
one out. And the attendant said it would 
be at least an hour before they could make 
it. 

I hung up and told Cindy March the 
score. I said, “Do you want to wait here? 
Or shall I run you home?” 

She frowned a little. “Either way it 
would be an imposition, and you probably 
want to go to bed, so 2 

I shook my head. “I usually fool around 
till dawn. Be glad to have you stay.” 

Her smile was like a sudden shower of 
sun after a cold rain. She said, “I’d love 
I’d love to hear you play. I’ve 
. . well, it 


snug 


piano, the 


Daa 


don’t you 


to stay. 
heard you on the radio, but . 
isn’t the same.” 

That, of course, hit my weak spot. I 
began to play. I’d meant to keep it light 
and gay, but my heart got in my fingers. I 
started improvising, weaving patterns that 
were just for her. I showed her my heart, 
I touched her, caressed her, let the tender 
intimate flow of notes go swirling up to 
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sweet blinding torture, then slide gently 
down ... and away... 

At last, I turned, faced her. A soft slow 
flame of ecstasy was burning in her eyes. 
She dropped her gaze quickly, moved a 
little. -I took our glasses, went: to the 
kitchen. My hands were shaking so badly 
I splashed milk all over the drain. 

By the time I returned to the living 
room, Cindy had everything under control. 
We talked a while. I learned she’d never 
been married, had been living up here a 
month, was writing a novel. She was from 
Fort Worth, and her mother who'd died 
two years ago, had left Cindy some valu- 
able oil properties. Cindy said she’d come 
up here to find some peace and quiet in 
which to write. 

I thought that if I just had to lose my 
heart, I couldn’t lose it to a lovelier, more 
suitable person. Cindy had money; she 
had her own work which would keep her 
busy while I was working. She wouldn’t 
have time to chase around with other men. 
Then I realized that such thoughts were 
altar bait, and not for me. 

I stood up abruptly. I said, “That fel- 
low’s certainly taking his time on the tire. 
How about some breakfast?” 

“Breakfast?” Cindy smiled. “Yes, come 
to think of it, I am hungry.” 

I went to the bedroom, changed to slacks 
and a sweater. When I got to the kitchen, 
Cindy was cooking eggs. She had the 
burner turned up full tilt; the eggs were 
popping, throwing grease over over. Cindy 
was rubbing her arm. 

“The grease,” she said like a hurt child, 
“jumped out and bit me.” 

I turned out the fire. Holy Toledo, the 
girl couldn’t cook. I got a small iron 
skillet, buttered it, broke in some eggs, let 
it get real hot, then put on a lid and 
turned out the burner. I put bread in the 
toaster, got coffee started, sliced ham and 
put it on a slow fire. 

Cindy watched me in awe. “You make 
it look so easy.” She was still rubbing her 
arm. 

I said, “Here, let me make it well.” I 
leaned down, kissed her arm where the 
grease had bitten her. Then, without 
meaning to, I took her in my arms, kissed 
her. She stood rigid, then slowly her lips 
parted. A velvet curtain of tantalizing 
blackness rushed at us, engulfed us... . 


W E ATE BREAKFAST finally, but we 

didn’t know what we were eating. 
We were about through when the man 
came to say that the tire had been fixed. 
| drove Cindy down to her car, then fol- 
lowed her home. The sun was lifting 
sprays of orchid and blue in the east, 
promising a much too lovely day to waste 
sleeping. 

I asked Cindy if she’d like to go explor- 
ing and have a picnic lunch. She was de- 
lighted. We roamed all over the moun- 
tains, explored side roads. About one, we 
stopped at a laughing waterfall and broiled 
steaks over on open fire. We’d finished eat- 
ing and were lying in the sun when I re- 


co 
V0 


membered that I had a rehearsal to make 
at three. 

I raced Cindy home, then broke all tke 
speed laws getting to El Jarro. The fel- 
lows were already working. They stopped, 
glared at me. 

“Well, my dear Paderewski,” Sugar 
Sands said nastily, “we are indeed charmed 
to have you join us poor peasants!” 

“Judas on a crutch!” Hal Jones said. 
“He’s either in love or has turned human. 
I can’t tell which.” 

I made it through rehearsal somehow, 
and the next week passed like a swift, 
sweet dream. Sometimes Cindy was wait- 
ing for me at my house when I finished 
at El Jarro; sometimes I went up to her 
place. 

One morning about closing time, a 
bunch of visiting firemen from a downtown 
convention blew in at El Jarro, offered 
Sugar some large lettuce to play on for a 
while. Ordinarily this would have ap- 
pealed to me. Time was when I never got 
tired playing, but with Cindy waiting, I 
wanted to get home. 

It was after four when we closed down. 
It was raining, and it took me longer to 
get home. Cindy wasnt there, so I went up 
to her house. She was already in bed, and 
when she opened the door, her face was 
soft and cloudy with sleep. 

I told her why I was late. I tossed my 
hat and coat on a chair, looked at her. All 
remembered beauty was only a vague pre- 
lude to the picture she made standing there 
in a filmy robe. I picked her up; she was 
fragrant and warm in my arms. I took 
her back to bed. 

Cindy lay on my shoulder, sleeping 
quietly. I had been her first. I was both 
humble and proud. I wasn’t worthy of her, 
but I intended to make myself worthy. My 
eyes were wet; I wanted to get down on my 
knees and thank God for her, beg Him to 
make me good enough for her. 

For the next three weeks, I navigated on 
a cloud. I began to shop for rings and a 
house. I should have known that plans 
built on clouds were like houses built on 
sand. They couldn’t last. Without warn- 
ing, Cindy cooled off. Frequently, she was 
preoccupied, lost in some thought that 
didn’t concern me. At first, I thought she 
was worrying about some problem in her 
book. I knew that I often got lost in my 
music. 

Then things really went bad. Cindy 
stopped waiting for me to get off work, 
and refused to come to the door when I 
went to her house. Nor would she answer 
the phone. I was more puzzled then wor- 
ried. I decided that she was probably 
peeved about something. I’d let her sweat 
a day or two, and she’d come around all 
right. What came around was a note. It 
said; 

“Johnny, please don’t try to see me 

again. It.was nice, but it’s all over. For 

me, it is, and I’m sure you'll find some- 
one else in a day or so as you always 
have. 


Good luck, Cindy.” 


I couldn’t believe it. It wasn’t true. This 
hadn’t happened to me. I was entitled to 
an explanation. Then I recalled the dolls 
I'd left with no explanation. But this was 
different. I was in love with Cindy. / had 
an explanation coming. 

I skipped rehearsal one afternoon, went 
to her house. I didn’t think she’d be ex. 
pecting me at that time and maybe she'd 
open the door. She did, but tried to slam 
it in my face. I shoved on in. 

“You’ve got a nerve!” Cindy said cold. 
ly. “Pushing in like this. Didn’t you ge 
my note?” 

“Yes, but I want to know why.” 

Her smile touched me like splintered 
glass. “Did you ever tell any of your dis 
cards why?” 

I stood stunned. I didn’t know this fiery 
little package of fury. She wasn’t the 
Cindy who’d loved me, who'd given me 
her precious loveliness. This raging spit. 
fire was a total stranger. 

I said, “Maybe I have walked out ona 
few girls, but this is different. I’m in love 
with you. Why, I’ve even bought the rings 
and picked out a house for us.” 

“That’s one why right there,” she said. 
“Did you ever ask me to marry you? Or 
let me help pick out the rings and house? 
No. You simply took me for granted. And 
ONE ie sah fas 

“Cindy, my dear, let me explain. | 
wanted to surprise you with the rings and 
house. And I didn’t actually ask you to 
marry me because I thought it was u- 
derstood between us.” I tried to take her 
in my arms, but she moved quickly away. 

“No, Johnny. Please don’t.” Her eyes 
were blazing. “I hadn’t meant to tell you 
the real truth, but perhaps I’d better. Re 
member the night I had the flat? Well, | 
flattened that tire. I wanted to meet you 
under unusual circumstances, so you'd 
ask me to your house. So I could make 
you fall for me. Johnny, do you remember 
Beth Cabell?” 

“Beth Cabell?” I frowned. “Sounds 
familiar, but what does she have to do 
with us?” 

“Quite a lot, Johnny. Beth Cabell hap 
pens to be my step-sister. She’s a hope 
less dipso now. And why? Because of 
you, Johnny King! No, I don’t suppose 
you remember her. You’ve loved and lef 
so many. Poor Beth was just one of dozens. 





But she really loved you; it almost killed 
her when you left her. So that’s why I ar 
ranged to meet you, made you fall in lov 
with me. I wanted you to know how it 
feels to be ditched.” 

I stared. I said, “You mean what you 
gave me was just for revenge? Why, ! 
was your first...do you mean yo 
traded that for cheap revenge?” 

Cindy lifted her head. “I’m just giving 
you some of your own medicine. And like 
you told Beth that time, ‘It’s all over. 
baby. Let’s not have any dramatics. Let’ 
be adults about it.’” 

The words punched at my heart like evil 
little ghosts. Then I got sore. I said, “Al 
least I was honest about mine. I told every 
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every 


woman I ever went with there’d be no rings 
or wedding bells. I warned them before- 
hand.” 

“Oh, I’m sure you did. But didn’t you 
know or care that you were going to hurt 
some of them very badly? Possibly ruin 
their lives? Like you did Beth’s?” 

“As I recall, Beth drank heavily when I 
met her. I’m sorry she’s become a dipso, 
but if I hadn’t come along, she would’ve 
found some other excuse to hit the bottle.” 

“You have an alibi for everything, don’t 


you?” Cindy’s voice was steeped with 
scorn. “You’re so smug, so arrogant, so in 


love with yourself and your music, you 
can’t understand anyone being so desper- 
ately hurt that he has to drink to ease the 
pain. You’re a snob, you look down on 
everybody . . . even the fellows in your 
band because they overindulge occasional- 
ly.” 

“Overindulgence in anything is just 
weakness,” I said impatiently. “And I 
don’t look down on people. I just let them 
alone. Everytime I’ve ever been nice to 
anyone, I got nothing but a kick in the 
teeth. Just like you’re giving me. I admit 
you had me fooled for a while. I should 
have known you were just another cheap 
broad!” 

She flinched at that. Her face was sud- 
denly sad and tired. “Johnny, I’m sorry 
you're taking it so badly. I thought you’d 
be the last person to make a production 
of a brush-off.” 

I wanted to hit her. I didn’t. I opened 
the door, then turned. “I’m not making a 
production. I’m glad you’re giving me the 
dust. You’re lower than a_ hip-peddler. 
You used your body and my love to get 
your precious revenge. Okay, sister, you’ve 
got it, but I don’t think you'll be happy 
with it.” 


] DON’T KNOW how I got through the 

next week. For a while I was so 
stunned, I couldn’t feel much. Then the 
sharp bitter ache set in. I couldn’t under- 
stand it. Cindy had loved me. It wasn’t 
conceit. She just had. Finally, I decided 
her revenge had been more important to 
her than her love. But that didn’t erase 
the ache in my heart. Worse, it loused up 
my music. For the first time, the fellows 
in the ork had to cover my sour notes. 

Then word got around that Cindy had 
brushed me. The fellows razzed me un- 
mercifully. One afternoon, Dill Davis 
came to rehearsal a little higher than 
usual. He tapped me on the shoulder, and 
said, “Well, well, Cass, how does it feel 
to be on the wrong end of a dust-off? 
Hmmmmm? How about that? I hear your 
ex-chick is playing the field. Taking all 
takers,” 

I knew it was a lie, but before I realized 
what I was doing, I sprang up, bounced 
a right off his head, then put everything I 
had into a left squarely to his chin. His 
chin must have been made of iron. I felt 
the bones in my hand crunch. I didn’t 
even try to evade his oncoming fist. My 


hand, my God... 


His blow exploded against my head. 
When I came to, the fellows were helping 
me up from the floor. 

“Come on, Johnny,” Sugar Sands said 
anxiously. “Let us help you out to the car, 
get you to a doctor.” 

I struggled up, pushed them away. My 
left hand felt like it was packed with 
broken glass. 

Dill Davis said, “Johnny, for God’s sake, 
I’m sorry! I wouldn’t have had you hurt 
your hand for anything. I... .” 

“Stuff I looked around at them. 
Not one of them could meet my gaze. I 
said, “Listen, you inbred corn shellers. 
Every one of you hates my guts. And why? 
Because I can outplay you ten to one. 
Every one of you has hoped and prayed 


something like this would happen. Okay, 
it’s happened.” I glanced around. “Go 
on, laugh. Laugh and be damned!” 

Sugar said, “Hold on, Johnny. Maybe 


but so help 


” 


we haven’t been too friendly, 
me God, it’s your fault. You wouldn’t... 

“Plumb it!” I said, and staggered out. 
I made it to the street, got a cab, and went 
to the hospital. 


My carefully planned life became a 
wildly confused nightmare after that. I 


had a bone specialist work on my hand, 
and had to wait till the cast was removed 
before I'd know what the damage was. 
Meantime, the fellows in the ork sent flow- 
ers, tried to see me. I refused to see any 
of them. 

More surprising, Cindy March tried to 
see me both at the hospital and when I 
got home. But I wanted to see her least 
of all. I didn’t want her pity. Even if she 
wanted to make up, it was too late now. 
She’d betrayed me to satisfy her revenge, 
kicked my heart around. Then too, I didn’t 


know whether I’d ever play again. I had 
nothing to offer her now. 
Finally, the cast was removed, but even 


before full strength returned to my hand, 
I knew I’d lost my touch. My fingers didn’t 
respond, didn’t coordinate quickly enough. 

Despite this, Sugar asked me to come 
back to work. I refused. I couldn’t give 
my best, and I wanted no part of second- 
rate performances. Then Sugar insisted 
that I continue scoring arrangements for 
the band. I agreed to this. I had to have 
some kind of income as my bills were out- 
rageous. 

The ork sort of hit the skids, too. Sugar 
tried one ivory jockey after another. None 
of them lasted long. Somehow, it gave me 
no pleasure to know that the crew was 
slipping because I wasn’t there to hold 
them together. I worked hard. on the ar- 
rangements, but that wasn’t enough. 

One night I got out a bottle of whisky 
and for the first time in my life got stinko. 
I was violently sick the next morning. I 
swore I’d never do that again. But I did. 
Two nights later I remembered that during 
my drinking spree there’d been an inter- 
lude there when I just glowed; a brief time 
when nothing at all mattered. So I got 
drunk again. And then again and again. 

The fellows came up to see me occa- 
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sionally, but I was so ungracious, they 
finally stopped coming. Cindy called, tried 
to see me, but I avoided her. At first, I got 
quite a lot of mail. Get well cards, notes, 
letters from some oi my old dolls. I didn’t 
read most of them; I answered none of 
them. But there was one note which I 
kept for a day or so. It was from Cindy’s 
step-sister, Beth Cabell. It said, 

“Johnny, you ole heartbreaker, so sorry 
to hear you busted your mitten and I 
hope it’s better by now. 

Johnny, guess what! The most won- 
derful thing has happened to me. I’m 
married. The lucky guy is a big hand- 
some brute who beats me twice a week 
and won’t even let me keep rubbing 
alcohol in the house. That’s right... 
he’s made me quit drinking. 

Wish me happiness, Johnny dear, and 
even though I'll never forget you, my 
heart’s all well of you now. Hurry and 
get your flipper in shape as we miss you 
on the networks... 

Beth Cabell Smith.” 

It was ironically amusing in a way, and 
[ felt a little sorry for Cindy. Cindy had 
revenged her sister’s lost love for nothing. 
[ was the one who was paying for the re- 
venge. | was paying with a busted heart 
and a busted hand. 

[ paid in other ways, too. My bank bal- 
ince evaporated. I got a loan on my car, 
then began to hock stuff to live on and buy 
whiskey. It got so I just lived from one 
bottle to the next. 

Then one morning when I'd got as far 
lown in the gutter as I could go, the phone 
rang. I started not to answer it, but de- 
cided it might be Sugar calling about an 
arrangement. It wasn’t. 

It was the doctor who’d worked on my 
hand the first time. He said Dr. Elvin 
Parnel, the world famous bone man, was 
in town, wanted to look at my hand. 

I said, “Thanks for calling, doctor, but 
[ don’t have a dime. Much less enough 
to pay Dr. Parnel’s fee.” 

“Forget the fee.” the doctor told me. 
“Dr. Parnel’s interest is strictly scientific. 
He wants to examine your hand, possibly 
try something new he’s been working on.” 

I got cleaned up, drove in. I didn’t care 
one way or the other. They could cut my 
hand off for all of me. 

Dr. Parnel didn’t cut it off. He op- 
erated. Two months later, I had my old 
hand back. 

One afternoon, I cruised into rehearsal 
at El Jarro. I thought the fellows would 
take me apart. Dill Davis picked me up 
bodily and swung me around. “Johnny, 
you lousy so-and-so! Darned if it’s not 
great to have you back!” 

“Put me down, you big elephant!” 

I thought Sugar Sands was going to kiss 
me. He said, “Johnny, it’s no secret. You 
got back just in time. One more week, and 
the management was paying off our con- 

tract, getting a new outfit.” 

That soured it. No wonder they were 
glad to see me. I'd saved their lousy jobs 
for them. 
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We hit the pace again, and although I 
couldn’t play too long at a time, I was 
sharp as a stiletto. 

It was almost a month before I got the 
courage up to go see Cindy March. I 
somehow couldn’t get it out of my system 
that if she’d loved me once, she might 
love me again. Like a fool, I had to go 
find out the hard way. 

I went to her house one morning about 
nine. The sun was shining. but it was 
bitter cold. The trees wore their sparkling 
winter coats of lacy ice and snow. Cindy, 
unbelievably lovely, opened the door. She 
gasped in surprise. 

“Why, Johnny! Come in.” 

I went in, my heart was a pounding knot 
in my throat. I hadn’t remembered that 
she was so lovely. 

She said, “Here, take this chair by the 
fire. How have you been?” 

“Fine. Cindy, look. I know I’m a fool 
for punishment, but I want you back. Will 
you take me?” 

Cindy gave me a long steady look. She 
said, “I don’t know, Johnny. I just don’t 
know. You see, when you were in trouble, 
you wouldn’t even see me.” 

“Well, certainly not! I was all crippled 


up. Had no future. Nothing. I didn’t 
want your pity.” 
“Pity!” Anger flashed in her eyes. 


“Johnny, that’s just it. That’s why I can’t 
take you back. You haven't changed a 
bit. You’d never help someone when he 
was down, so you can’t understand why 
anyone else would want to. When you’re 
in trouble, that’s the time to go to your 
friends. You wouldn’t even let the men 
in the band see you, help you.” 

I shook my head. “The only reason the 
guys in the ork tried to be nice was that 
they wanted me to get back in shape so I 
could save their jobs for them. Even Sugar 
admitted that.” 

“Of course, they wanted to hold their 
jobs, Johnny. That’s only natural. But 
that wasn’t all of it. While you were out 
of circulation, I got to know them pretty 
well. Most of them are nice honest fel- 
lows. They’re human. They... .” 

The phone rang. Cindy said, “Just a 
minute,” and went out in the hall to an- 
swer it. From her end of the conversa- 
tion, I gathered it was somebody named 
Ann, and they began to chatter about 
some art exhibit that was coming up. 


I GOT UP, wandered around, stopped at 

Cindy’s desk. The typewriter had a 
half-filled sheet of paper in it. I won- 
dered what sort of stuff she wrote. It 


occurred to me that before I'd always 
hogged the conversation discussing my 
work. I’d never bothered to discuss hers, 
or let her talk about it. I guess I’d beep 
an awful selfish chump. 

I started to read the neatly typed lines 
when I saw a stack of bills on an open 
check book. Evidently she’d been paying 
her bills. The check book was bound with 
three perforated checks to the page. | 
was about half used up. What captured 
my attention was the entry on one of the 
top stubs. Dr. Elvin Parnel. $5,000.00, 
The date was the day on which Dr. Parnel 
had performed his operation on my hand, 

Blood rushed to my head. For a moment 
the desk wavered and blurred. I turned, 
went to the window, stared out without 
seeing the winter wonderland. Cindy had 
got Dr. Parnel up here, had paid him to 
work on my hand. I wouldn’t even see 
her, but she had done that for me. And 
but for the accident of my seeing the check 
stub, I would have never known. Cindy 
wouldn’t have told me. 

But why? She must love me. She loved 
me but couldn’t marry me because I was a 
snob, a conceited selfish so-and-so. People 
did do generous things without expecting 
anything in return. I thought of the guys 
in the ork. Maybe they’d been sincere in 
wanting to help me, about being glad to 
have me back. They wanted to be friends 
if ’'d just let them. I'd been a blind cot- 
ton-picking fool. Just because I'd got a 
rough deal when I was a kid, I was still 
taking it out on everybody else. 

Cindy came back in. She said, “Johnny, 
I’m glad you came up, but I think you'd 
better go. We'll never never see things 
alike.” 

I said, “No, sit down a minute. I have 
something to tell you.” 

She didn’t want to, but she sat down. 
I went to her chair, knelt beside her. 

I said, “Cindy, my dear, I know I’ve 
been a selfish snob and everything else, but 
I love you. I love you so much that it will 
push out everything else in me. Give me 
one chance to prove it. Sure, the snobbery 
and other stuff will crop up now and again. 
but with your help, I can clean it out 
forever. Please, my dear... oh, my 
dears 

She sat stiff as a ramrod for a long time, 
then her hands were on my head, in my 
hair, and my face was against the soft 
sweetness of her breasts. 

She whispered, “Do you still have the 
rings you picked out for me?” 

I nodded. She drew me closer. 

THE END 
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either me or herself. She had skimped and 
saved so that I could have enough funds 
to start my insurance business. When I 
opened the office, she had worked by my 
side day and night, and then gone home 
to cook and clean. She had given me ad- 
vice, encouraged me when I was depressed, 
spurred me on when I was confident. 

As my business prospered, she had been 
able to leave the office and devote herself 
to the home and the children. She had 
made it a comfortable haven filled with 
the laughter of our children. Bill, our six- 
teen-year-old son, was like his mother with 
curly brown hair and round mischievous 
face. Eighteen-year-old Anne was _ the 
image of myself, with a deep Indian color, 
straight black hair, fine features, and dark, 
serious eyes. 

With the years Toni had added a little 
plumpness to her figure, but it only made 
her look more softly feminine. At thirty- 
five She was a very attractive woman, well- 
groomed and well-dressed, with a warm, 
sweet personality. 

I didn’t want to leave her or hurt her, or 
break up our family. But at the same time 
I wanted to satisfy this urge for adventure. 
In my youth I had worked hard for suc- 
cess. I had had a poverty-stricken child- 
hood, and my work was a frantic effort to 
escape from those bitter memories. 

When other young men slept, I studied; 
when they played, I worked; when they 
spent their money, I saved mine. The re- 
sult was that at forty I had a substantial 
fortune, a fine house, two cars, and a sense 
of having missed something wonderful and 
vital in life. I was filled with the desire to 
capture what I had missed, before it was 
too late. 

But for one who had never run around 
before, it was hard to know how to begin. 
I had heard about call girls and party 
girls, and had plenty of cash to throw 
away, but the idea of bought love seemed 
so sordid that I thrust it out of my mind. 
My experience with Gloria Devine had 
shown me that having an affair with 
someone in our circle of friends was out of 
the question for me. How was I to satisfy 
this urge? For it had to be satisfied, I 
knew. 


(THERE WAS A tap on the door and Miss 
Steele, the office manager, came in. 

“There are three girls waiting to see 
about that typist’s job,” she said. 

“Oh, yes,” I said. “Show them in.” 

The first applicant, Miss King, looked 
like a high school girl. She wore soiled 
saddle shoes and bobby socks, and ap- 
peared to be about eighteen years old. It 





was plain that this was her first interview 
for a job. She twisted her hands and 
crossed and uncrossed her feet. 

“Have you had any typing experience?” 
I asked, taking notes. 

“No, sir,” she said, “but I took typing in 
school.” 

“What kind of a course did you take?” I 
asked. 

“T didn’t finish,” she said. “I thought 
I'd quit school and take up a career in 
the business world.” She grinned at me 
as if she thought this would impress me. 
She continued, “I had typing, and tap- 
dancing, and music, and archery, and 
French, and cooking.” 

I wondered how that combination would 
fit her for office work, but reflected that if 
she had brains, she could quickly learn 
and adapt herself. 

“What was your average mark?” I 
asked. 

“Oh, well, I did pretty good,” she said, 
twisting her handkerchief, “but I had 
some mean teachers, that didn’t like me, 
and marked me down.” 

I took her address and phone number 
and sent her to Miss Steele for a typing 
test. I told her that if we decided to em- 
ploy her we would call her. 

The next applicant was a Miss Bowles. 
She looked trim and sophisticated with 
tear-drop plastic rimmed glasses and long 
brown hair drawn back in a large bun. 
She was wearing a neat navy blue dress 
with a white collar and white cuffs. She 
smiled brightly at me and sat down placing 
her trim polished shoes side by side, fold- 
ing her hands quietly in her lap. 

“Have you had any experience as a 
typist?” I said. 

“Yes,” she replied with a smile. “I 
worked for three years at Steinberg’s real 
estate, but I had to resign last year to 
take care of my mother who had a stroke. 
She’s better now and I can go back to 
work. Mr. Steinberg will give you a 
reference.” 

“Have you had any business training?” 
I asked. 

“I went to business school for two 
years,” she said. “I studied shorthand, 
bookkeeping, and business English and 
business law.” 

Her voice was clear and well-modulated. 
I was favorably impressed. After telling 
her that we would call her if we decided 
to choose her, I buzzed for the third ap- 
plicant. 

She came in wafting a heavy scent of 
perfume. She had on high-heeled pumps 
and a close-fitting black dress which em- 
phasized her figure. The bosom was cut 
low and exposed full golden breasts. Her 
cheeks were rounded and her rosebud lips 
matched the bright red of her long finger- 
nails, 

“You’re Miss Mollie Beaufort?” I said, 
consulting the card which she handed me. 

“That’s my name,” she answered in a 
warm, slow, rich voice. 

She crossed her long, full legs grace- 
fully. 
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“Have you ever done office work be- 
fore?” I asked. 

“I did a little typing for Attorney Lee 
and Attorney Robinson,” she said. “And 
once I was a receptionist for Dr. Baugh.” 

“Do you have references?” 

“T guess I can get ’em. Yes, I’m sure 
they'll give me good references,” she said 
with a smile. 

All the while I was regarding her in that 
tight-fitting, revealing frock that was so out 
of place in an office. She was completely 
unconcerned. She uncrossed and recrossed 
her legs and looked languorously into my 
eyes, as if she were hinting of promises 
which she could amply fulfill. 

After the interviews Miss Steele showed 
me the results of the tests. The high 
school girl’s typing was full of errors and 
misspellings, and her speed was only 
thirty-five words a minute. Miss Bowles’ 
typing was a neat sixty-five words a minute. 
Surprisingly enough, Miss Beaufort had 
typed fifty words a minute, but there were 
several words misspelled, and wrongly 
divided at the end of a line. 

“Whom do you want me to call?” asked 
Miss Steele. “Miss Bowles?” 

[ thought for a moment. Ordinarily I 
would have had no hesitation in naming 
Miss Bowles. But there was something 
about Miss Beaufort that fascinated me, 
ind I wanted to see more of her. 

“T think [ll try Miss Beaufort,” I ‘said. 

“Did you say Miss Bowles?” asked Miss 
Sinks 

“Miss Beaufort—Beaufort,” I repeated. 

Miss Steele raised her eyebrows, but 
said nothing. She turned and tapped out 
of the office with a toss of her head. 

Miss Beaufort came to work the next 
morning. I did not have much contact 
with her, but in a day or two I asked 
\liss Steele how the new girl was doing. 

‘Not as badly as I expected,” she said 
urtly. 

I did not ask for particulars, as I had 
no intention of firing her. 

In the days that followed I saw her oc- 
easionally as I passed through the outer 
office, and each time I did, our eyes met in 
a contact that was almost physical. All my 
interest that had been diffused on other 
women was focused on her. I began to 
think of her constantly, and to dream of 
holding her passionately in my arms. The 
warm look in her eyes and her slow sultry 
smile whenever I passed her hinted that 
she would not be unresponsive. 

At home over the evening paper my 
mind would return to her. Toni would 
say something to me and I would not hear 
her, and I would catch her wondering 
glance. 

She must have guessed that something 
was wrong, for she began making extra 
efforts to please me. If my home was well 
run before, it became perfectly run now. 
\ll the little dishes I liked best she pre- 
pared. 

When I came home in the evening she 
had my slippers and cigars ready, she 
turned on my favorite radio and television 
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programs, invited over my favorite friends, 
reminded me of sports events or shows 
which I would enjoy, and did everything 
for my pleasure and comfort. 

All this only made me feel more guilty, 
and made me want to avoid her. I stopped 
spending the night in her room, and indeed 
lost all desire for her. 

She took to wearing her most alluring 
negligees in the evening, and to playing 
with me before we went to bed. Sometimes, 
involuntarily, I would shrink away from 
her, and a look of pain would come into 
her eyes. 

One night after the children had gone 
to bed, she sat on my lap talking idly and 
running her hand through my hair. After 
a while she yawned and said, “I think I'll 
go to bed, Welly. Are you coming, too?” 

“Not yet, honey. I think I'll sit up for 
a while.” 

She sat up straight and said, “Darling, 
tell me what’s wrong. What is it that’s 
come between us? Is it anything I’ve 
done? You don’t seem the same lately.” 

“Nothing’s wrong,” I said. “I’m just 
working hard and have things on my mind, 
that’s all.” 

“Is it some trouble in your business?” 
she asked. “Tell me about it. Maybe I 
can help you.” 

“Tt’s nothing special. Just routine prob- 
lems,” I said. “I'll take care of them by 
myself.” 

“All right, darling,” she said. “But I 
hate to see you so moody all the time. I’m 
going to bed now. Good night.” 

She kissed me passionately on the 
mouth, but I did not return the pressure. 
There was a hurt, baffled, questioning look 
in her eyes as she left me. 

I remained in thought for some time. 
How is it that so often our own pleasure 
involves pain for others? If Toni was hurt 
while I was only dreaming about Mollie 
Beaufort, what would happen to her when 
I actually began having an affair with her? 
And have an affair I would. I was sure of 
that now, even though I seldom spoke to 
Mollie. And no matter whom it hurt, there 
was something within me driving me un- 
restrainably forward. 

I had gone up to my room and been in 
bed only a few minutes when Toni came in 
and slipped into bed beside me and put 
her arms around me. 

“If the mountain won’t come to Ma- 
homet, then Mahomet will go to the moun- 
tain,” she said. 

“Oh, Toni,” I said irritably. “Can’t you 
leave me alone? [ have a headache. I feel 
awful.” 

Toni was instantly solicitous. “Oh, my 
poor hubby! I'll get up and get you some 
aspirin.” 

All my guilt and self-disgust became 
concentrated in one knot of irritation. “For 
God’s sake, woman! I don’t want to be 
bothered. Leave me alone.” 

Immediately I was ashamed of myself. 
“I’m sorry, sweetheart,” I said. “This 
splitting headache just gives me a temper. 
Don’t bother about me. I'll be all right.” 

“At least I can stay in the same bed with 


you,” said Toni in a tremulous voice. “T’l] 
move over to the edge and won't disturb 
you.” 

I gathered myself into a hard ball of 
anger and self-contempt, and after a while 
fell into a fitful sleep. When I awakened 
later, I could hear her sobbing softly. 


IN THE MORNING I awoke to find my. 

self alone. Toni had got up early and 
prepared breakfast. She was smiling but 
her face was drawn. 

“T meant to tell you about this before, 
but I hadn’t made up my mind,” she said, 
“Jane’s been sick again and wants me to 
stay with her for a few days. I think I'l] 
drive up there today.” 

She looked at me questioningly, as if 
she were waiting for my decision. 

Her sister Jane was a chronic invalid, or 
more correctly, a hypochondriac who im. 
agined she was always ill. Usually Toni 
laughed off her complaints, and I could see 
that if I told her to stay, she would be only 
too glad to do so. 

I put on an air of heartiness. “If Jane 
thinks you can help her by being there, 
I'd go and cheer up the old girl. You can 
brighten her life for a few days and make 
her feel better.” 

“T’ll pack and leave today,” said Toni. 
“Will you be all right while ’'m gone?” 

She looked questioningly at me again, 
and there was a plea in her eyes. If I said 
I needed her, she would drop everything 
and stay. 

“Don’t worry about me,” I said. “T'll 
look out for the children, and I'll get along 
all right.” 

My heart was beating gaily, for her ab- 
sence would give me freedom to carry on 
the affair with Mollie, which I now felt 
had to be pushed to its consummation. 

That noon instead of having lunch as 
usual at my businessmen’s round table, I 
stopped at the little restaurant down the 
street from my office. I saw Miss Beaufort 
sitting alone at a table. 

“May I join you?” I said. 

“I'd be glad to have a little company,” 
she said. “The temperature’s kind of 
chilly around here.” 

“Chilly?” I said. “Do you feel a draft?” 

“Not here,” she said. “I mean in the of 
fice. Every time you pass me and give me 4 
little smile I can feel all those females 
looking daggers at me. I think they’re all 
in love with you.” 

“Nonsense,” I said. “They just have to 
get used to you. And you'll be there plenty 
long enough for that.” 

The waitress brought menus and we be 
gan to order. 

“I’m hungry enough to eat a steer,” she 
said. “But I can’t stand this lousy food. 
If I had enough time I’d go home for lunch 

and fix myself a decent meal.” 

“Why don’t you let me drive you home?” 
I said. “If you don’t think I’m inviting 
myself to a meal.” 

“That would be swell,” she answered. 

“Tomorrow, then,” I said. 

The next day I waited for her in my 
car outside the office building. She had 4 








SoS tw es Th Ss RP = 4 = 


ou  S> 


=" tf) P 





ce. “Pll 
disturb 


ball of 
a while 
vakened 
tly. 


ind my- 
rly and 
ing but 


before, 
he said, 
; me to 


ink [’]J 
, as if 


alid, or 
‘ho im- 
y Toni 
uld see 
»e only 


f Jane 

there, 
ou can 
| make 


Toni. 
ie?” 
again, 

I said 
ything 


“Tl 


along 


er ab- 
Ty on 
vy felt 
mn. 

ch as 
ble, I 
n the 
ufort 


any,” 


d of 


aft?” 
e of- 
me a 
rales 
e all 


fe to 
enty 


» be 
she 


ood. 
inch 





e?” 
ting 























cozy three-room apartment. While she 
rustled up lunch in the kitchen I relaxed 
on the sofa. 

“Come and get it,” she called. 

It was a tasty meal, much better than 
what we could have got in the restaurant. 
When we had finished, I got up and went 
behind her chair and leaned over her 
shoulder. 

“That was a splendid lunch,” I said, 
kissing her lightly on the cheek. “How 
can I repay you?” 

“This way, honey,” she said. 

She reached up and drew my head down 
and kissed my mouth slowly, deeply, cling- 
ingly. 

Hammers raced in my temples. I raised 
her to her feet and our bodies fused. 
Slowly, softly, moaningly she surrendered 
her lips, her cheeks, her neck to my kisses. 
My hands searched from the crown of her 
hair to the curve of her hips, and back 
again. 

“Mollie, Mollie, I want you,” I said. 

“No, no, honey,” she gasped. “Not now. 
Not yet. They'll miss us at work. Come 
back tonight. We'll be alone.” 

With an effort I regained control of my- 
self. I stepped back and looked at her. 
She was lovely, breathless, her eyes bright, 
her face flushed, her hair disheveled. 

“Let’s go,” I said, afraid to trust my- 
self further. 

On the way back to the office we made a 
date for that evening. I called home and 
told Anne not to wait dinner for me, as I 
had a business deal on and would prob- 
ably come home very late. 

I don’t need to tell you that I didn’t get 
any work done. I went through the mo- 
tions, but my mind was miles away, or 
rather, in the next room on Mollie. 

I guess you wonder how a man feels 
when he’s betraying the wife who has been 
faithful to him and stood by his side for 
years. How he can find it possible to do 
such a thing. I knew I was guilty, and I 
felt low as a dog, but there was a fierce 
flame of desire raging inside me _ that 
burned away every compunction. I was 
like a little boy that eats the stolen green 
apples even though he knows he’s going 
to have a stomach ache afterwards. 

After work I picked up Mollie down the 
street in my car and drove to a florist’s. I 
bought a double white orchid corsage for 
her, and a carnation for my buttonhole. 
She didn’t need to go home to change be- 
cause the way she came to work she was 
usually dressed for an evening out. 

I took her to the swank Teakwood Room 
for dinner, but picked a secluded table in 
a corner, for I was afraid that someone I 
knew would see us. It was then that I 
began to realize the complications that 
arise when a married man starts playing 
around. But I was so inflamed with the 
thought of having Mollie that such incon- 
veniences were only a small cloud on my 
horizon. 

After dinner, we went to a movie. Mollie 
sat close to me and held my hand. I re- 
member the pressure of her thigh against 








mine and the way she squeezed my hand, 
but I don’t know what the picture was 
about. 

In the night club where we went after 
the movie, I felt once more that twinge 
of shame at being a faithless husband. It 
wasn’t likely that any of my conservative 
business friends would be patronizing the 
night club, but just to be on the safe side 
I picked an inconspicuous table. A photog- 
rapher came up and asked to take our 
picture. 

“No, 
hastily. 

But again I forgot all hesitations and 
twinges of guilt when we went on the 
dance floor and Mollie placed her cheek 
against mine and pressed her soft form 
close against me. 

At last we went to Mollie’s place. 

“Tet’s have a nightcap,” she said. “Sit 
down and I'll mix you one.” 

She brought me a drink and went into 
the bedroom. I was on the verge of my 
first act of infidelity in twenty years of 
happy married life. All I had to do to 
clear my conscience was to get up and walk 
out the door. I lit a cigar and began to 
smoke furiously. I heard Mollie kick off 
her shoes and draw the smooth rustling 
nylon of her slip over her head. 

My hand quaked and knocked over the 
glass on the table. Glad to occupy myself 
with unthinking, mechanical movement, I 
went into the kitchen, got a towel, cleaned 
up the mess and refilled my glass. 

Mollie came out of the bedroom in a 
filmy negligee that half veiled her golden, 
full-blown limbs. 

“You haven’t 
honey,” she said. 
and we’ll drink together.” 

She returned from the kitchen with 
glass and sat down beside me. 
she said, touching our glasses. 
I repeated, and tossed down my 


I said 


don’t want a picture,” 


touched drink, 
“Let me get myself one 


your 


“To us,” 

“To us,” 
drink. 

She leaned over and lay back in my 

I gathered her to me with a burning 

She returned kiss for kiss and fervent 

At last I could take no 


arms. 
kiss. 
caress for caress. 
more. 

“T don’t know whether it’s the whiskey or 


your love-making,” I said, “but my head 
is whirling around.” 
“Let’s go to my room,” she said, “and 


lie down. There’s no hurry. We have all 


night.” 


\ ’7E WENT INTO the bedroom and lay 

down. My head was dizzy from drink- 
ing, but I was not sleepy. However, I 
closed my eyes to ease my headache. Mol- 
lie must have thought that I was asleep, 
for she got up and turned out the light 
and I could hear her moving around on 
tiptoe. 

There was a soft knock on the apartment 
door, and I heard Mollie open it. A man’s 
voice whispered, “Is everything all right?” 

“Yes,” Mollie answered in low tones. 
“He’s in there on the bed.” 

“Did you give him the drops?” 
asked. 


the man 
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“Yes, he’s knocked out now,” she said. 


At these words I grew tense with in- 
credulity and anger. I eased out of bed 
and tiptoed to the door. 

“Did he pull off his clothes?” the man 
said. 

“No, he fell out too quick,” said Mollie. 

“Tl undress him, and you take off that 
robe and get in bed with him so I can take 
some pictures. He ought to be good for 
five grand,” the man said. 

Behind the door I was burning with 
anger and shame. I had thought I was 
having a torrid romance, recovering some 
of the lost ecstasy of youth, but here I had 
walked with my eyes open into the most 
obvious of traps, the old blackmail racket. 

I jerked the door open and walked out. 

“Try to pull that stuff on me and you'll 
both be good for five years,” I said. 

\ollie opened her mouth in amazement. 
The man was one of those flashily dressed 
characters with long hair croquingnoled 
like a woman’s and smeared with a pot of 
grease. He was carrying a camera and for 
some reason he pointed it at me and 
flashed a picture. 

| grabbed the camera and smashed it 
over his head. I watched him topple to the 
floor and then turned to Mollie who had 
backed against the wall with her hands 
over her mouth and her eyes staring. 

“As for you, you—misspeller,” I said, 
you're fired.” A 

When she saw that I wasn’t going to 
hit her, she regained a little’ confidence. 
She smiled lazily. “I never did like office 
work.” she said. 

I drove home cursing myself for being 
such a fool. I had nearly involved myself 
in a scandal which would have made me 
the laugh of the town, or would have bled 
me for thousands of dollars with the pos- 
sible loss of my wife and my family. And 
ill for a little fling with a two-bit wench 
who wasn’t worth a hair of Toni’s head. 

I squirmed as I reflected that all the 
time she had been scheming against me 
with her slick-haired boy friend, I had been 
dreaming childish dreams of a grand pas- 
sion and making my loyal wife suffer. 
Could I ever win her back again? Suppose 
she found out? 

I crept in the back door intending to 
sneak upstairs to my room and go to bed, 
but Anne was in the kitchen and she said, 
“Daddy, we didn’t wait supper for you, 
but I cooked a cherry pie just for you. Sit 
down and have a slice, or if you’re hungry 
Ill warm dinner for you.” 

“T don’t want anything,” I said, but 
when I saw the disappointment in her eyes 
added, “but a piece of your pie.” 

She cut me a big slice of pie and poured 
2 glass of milk. 

“Dad,” Bill called from the dining room, 
“when you finish eating, come and help 
me with this bookkeeping problem. It’s 
got me stuck. And don’t let Anne warm 
you any dinner. She burned the roast.” 

“That’s enough out of you, infant,” said 
(nne. “You certainly gobbled it up like 
a pig. 
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“Take it easy, kids,” I said. “Things 
are getting out of hand here already, with 
dinner being burned and Bill crying for 
help in his homework. I think Ill have to 
call Mother and tell her to come home.” 

“Oh, Daddy!” said Anne. flinging her 
arms around my neck. “That’s wonderful! 
Bill! Mother’s coming home!” 

With Anne urging me to call Toni im- 
mediately, I went to the phone, wondering 
how she would receive my message. For- 
tunately she seemed overjoyed to hear me. 
Her voice vibrated with happiness. “Ill 
leave in the morning and be home tomor- 
row afternoon,” she said. 

The next morning I called the office and 
told Miss Steele to send Miss Beaufort a 
week’s extra pay as she wouldn’t be com- 
ing back to work. I ordered two dozen of 
Toni’s favorite white roses and went down- 
town and bought her a diamond bracelet 
she had been admiring. It was expensive, 
but it cost a lot less than five thousand 
dollars. 

When I gave it to her after she arrived 
home, she squealed with delight and 
hugged me. 

“Darling, did you miss me this much?” 
she said. 

“You don’t know how much I did miss 
you, sweetheart,” I said. “But from now 
on I’m never missing you again. We'll be 
together always.” 

She looked deep into my eyes. “We’ve 
always been together,” she said. “I’ve 
never been away from you.” 

I didn’t question her about the meaning 
of that last statement, but have often won- 
dered how much she knew, or suspected. 
I’ve never learned, and she’s never spoken 
of my spell of restlessness and straying. 

But one thing I have learned is that it’s 
folly to risk your love and your marriage 
on vain desires for youth that can never 
come again. Too often you may fall into 
traps of treachery and deceit and lose 
everything you have built up over the 
years. 

The year has its seasons, and so does 
the life of man. It’s wisest to adjust to the 
changing years and act as becomes your 
time of life. I have passed through the 
period of rebellion against time and am 
content to try to be a true husband and a 
good father and have found happiness and 


fulfillment through my efforts. 
THE END 
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I Didn’t 
Want 
My Baby 


(Continued from Page 18) 
be the surest way to lose Joe. 

I never went back to Dr. Brown—at 
least I can be grateful for that—but it 
didn’t help me through the rest of my 
pregnancy. As the months went by | 
would look in the mirror hating my mis. 
shapen and ugly body. Joe had always 
loved my slim figure, and I had been proud 
of it. Now when I looked at my thicken. 
ing waist I couldn’t help crying. I felt so 
bad, that by my ninth month I was even 
ashamed to go out on the street. 

I longed for Joe to come and tell me that 
he still loved me, that it didn’t matter to 
him the way I looked, but he never went 
past asking polite questions about my 
health. I told myself that it was just as I 
knew it would be. I was having a baby— 
and losing Joe. 


(THE NIGHT I GAVE birth was like a 

nightmare. I woke in the middle of 
the night feeling the pain that came and 
went in rhythmic waves. I sat up in bed 
tight with terror. 

“Joe, Joe,” I moaned, reaching out to 
him. 

He was up in a minute, and after one 
look at me got out of bed and started dress- 
ing quickly. After that, he helped me slip 
on a few clothes. I was too frightened to 
do much for myself. 

“Oh, Joe, Joe!” 

“Laurie baby,” he stroked my_ hair, 
“Laurie, it’s going to be all right honey, 
you'll see, it’s going to be all right.” 

I was sobbing by then, “Joe—I’m so 
frightened.” 

Joe held me against him, and for the 
first time in the last nine months I felt the 
love that I had missed so much. 

“Everything’s going to be all right, 
honey,” Joe said soothingly, “you'll be at 
the hospital in a little while—and after 
you have the baby, everything’ll be just 
fine.” 

But it wasn’t just fine. I was in labor 
the whole night and through the next 
morning, and finally the anesthetic brought 
me some relief. 

Joe was at my bedside that afternoon 
when I opened my eyes. 

“Tt’s a boy, Laurie,” he whispered to me, 
his eyes shining, “it’s a boy.” 

I started to cry then. Not a word about 
me—not a question as to how I felt. Joe 
didn’t care about me any more—now he 
had a son that would take up all his time— 
all his love. 

Joe bent over me as I turned my head 
and tried to muffle my face in the pillow. 
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“Laurie, didn’t you hear me honey—it’s 
a boy.” 

But I wouldn’t turn to look at Joe again, 
and after a few minutes I heard him leave 
the room. It was a boy—that was all he 
cared about. It didn’t matter to him that I 
had almost died having the baby. The only 
thing that concerned him now was that it 
was a boy. 

A nurse came to help me take care of 
the baby when I first went home from the 
hospital, and though she tried to teach me 
about infant care, I didn’t have the 
strength to do anything but lie in bed. 

“Don’t you think you might try getting 
up tomorrow, Laurie,” Joe asked me one 
evening. “Dr. Graham said you should be 
up and around by now.” 

“Dr. Graham,” I repeated bitterly, “a 
lot he cares. I almost died in the delivery 
room, and he says I should be up and 
around.” 

Joe sat on the edge of the bed, and I 
could feel his hands grip my shoulders 
hard. 

“Stop talking that way, Laurie. You 
keep repeating that nonsense about almost 
dying until you believe it yourself. Dr. 
Graham told me that only your own at- 
titude made things so difficult. You were 
so nervous and tense, it’s no wonder.” 

“That’s easy enough for you to say,” I 
cried, “You don’t know what I suffered.” 

Joe shook me, and his voice was sharp 
and hard. 

“Cut it out, Laurie, just cut it out. I’ve 
had enough of your self pity for the last 
nine months.” 

All of a sudden his voice became gentler, 
and his hands were caressing through my 
thin night gown. 

“IT need you Laurie,” 
missed you so.” 

“Oh Joe, Joe,” I felt the roughness of 
his face as he buried it against my bosom, 
“I need you too, darling, I’ve needed you 
so much.” 

I closed my eyes, and I could feel the 
warmth of Joe’s kisses on my lips and 
throat. I clung to him and for a little while 
the waves of warmth that his caresses sent 
through me, made me feel as if nothing 
could ever come between us again. 

I lay in the circle of Joe’s arms for a 
little while after, not wanting to break the 
spell of happiness that surrounded me. 

Joe pushed back a curl from my_ fore- 
head. 

“I knew everything would be all right 
after the baby was born,” he said happily, 
“I guess it’s only natural for a woman to 
get kinda nervous when she’s pregnant.” 

I stiffened slightly at his words, but he 
went right on talking. 

“But now that you’re home, everything’s 
going to be all right. I need you, and I 
guess the baby needs you most of all.” 

The baby again! I pulled away abrupt- 
ly from Joe. I felt cruelly cheated. It was 
almost as if Joe had been trying to bribe 
me into doing something against my will. 
I stared at him as if he was a strange man 
who had forced his way into my bedroom. 


he whispered. “I’ve 


I drew away, and pulled the sheet up 
around my throat. 

“That’s all you care about—the baby. 
Even now, you’re not at all concerned 
about me.” 

Joe stared at me for a minute with sur- 
prise, and then suddenly his eyes grew 
dark with anger. 

“So that’s it,” he stood up. 

Contemptuously he ripped 
back from my body. 

“There’s a word for women like you, but 
I'd never thought I’d have to be using it 
for my own wife.” 

He turned on his heel and slammed out 
of the room. I sat up in bed dry-eyed. 
Nine months ago Joe’s speech would have 
left me in tears—but now I almost hated 
my husband. Joe didn’t love me enough 
to try to understand. 

I dreaded the time when the nurse would 
leave me alone with baby Mark and I 
wasn't interested in her constant patient 
explanation about child care. I could look 
only at my child coldly when any of my 
friends would start cooing about how cute 
little Mark was. 

I had a hard time even thinking of him 
as my baby. To me, he was the little enemy 
that had taken Joe away from me. A few 
days after the nurse left, I knew that it 
was no use. Joe and I had practically 
gotten out of the habit of talking to each 
other, but one night I made him put his 
paper down and listen to me. 

I didn’t waste my breath on any pre- 
liminaries. 

“Joe, ’'m going back to work.” 

For a minute he just stared at me, and 
then, 

“I’m not surprised,” he said coldly, “it’s 
pretty clear that you don’t want to spend 
any of your precious time on Mark. I sup- 
pose you liked it better before you had the 
baby, when you could just sit around pol- 
ishing your nails, and listening to the ra- 
dio.” 

But I didn’t even bother answering Joe’s 
crack. I just told him what I would do. 
I knew I could get my job back as secre- 
tary in a textile firm, and with the money 
I earned I could hire a housekeeper to 
take care of the house and Mark. 

“So, you see,” I finished coldly, “it won’t 
cost you anything.” 

“Won’t cost me anything,” Joe repeated 
in amazement, “is that all you think I care 
about, Laurie?” 

He stretched out one hand appealingly 
to me, but by now I was too wrapped up 
in my own hurt to pay any attention. 

“Don’t you see,” Joe said softly, “Mark 
needs you, not a housekeeper, Mark needs 
his Mother.” 

Mark again! As always, 
concerned about his son. 

“Mark will get excellent care,” I re- 
plied crisply, “I'll make sure to hire an 
efficient housekeeper.” 

Joe leaned over me angrily. 

“Maybe you're right at that, 
stranger would give Mark more love than 


the sheet 


Joe was only 


even a 


you've given him—or me.” 
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felt this way. But I knew it wouldn’t be 
any use—Joe just didn’t want to under- 
stand me, and besides I had my pride—I 
wouldn’t crawl to him begging for love. 


| DIDN’T HAVE any trouble getting my 

job back. My old boss, Mr. Mitchell, 
was just too happy at the news that I 
wanted to come back to work. 

“Getting tired of being the little house- 
wife, Laurie? Funny, I thought you’d be 
the kind of girl who wanted no other career 
but home and babies.” 

I tried to smile. “I thought so too, Mr. 
Mitchell, guess we were both wrong.” 

“Well, it’s certainly our gain,” he said, 
“you can start any time you like, Laurie. 
Your old desk is there waiting for you.” 

The only thing left to do was to find 
that efficient housekeeper. I put an ad in 
the paper and spent almost a whole day 
interviewing applicants. But when I met 
Patricia Anders I was pretty sure that my 
search was over. She was twenty-five, just 
my age, but somehow she gave me the 
feeling that she was a few years older. 

She had no trouble finding her way 
about the house, and when she picked up 
Mark from his crib, she seemed to hold 
him the right way instinctively. 

“Well, Miss Anders,” I couldn’t help 
remarking, “you seem to know a lot about 
babies.” 

“Mrs. Anders,” she corrected me. She 
went on before I could ask any more ques- 
tions, “I’m a widow. My husband was 
killed two years ago in an auto accident. 
I—I always wanted a baby.” 

Something in her glance almost shamed 
me, but I told myself that in her case it 
was different. Probably her husband would 
have gone on loving her even after she had 
had a child. 

It was a relief to get out of the house 
and go back to work again. I didn’t even 
mind the crowds on the subways, or the 
quick hot dog lunches. Joe looked at me 
accusingly every morning when I fixed our 
breakfast and got ready to leave. Mrs. 
\nders didn’t come in till nine o’clock and 
as Joe didn’t have to be in his office until 
nine-thirty he would stay with Mark until 
she came. 

“Very efficient,” he remarked one morn- 
ing, as I prepared the shopping list for our 
housekeeper, “why bother at all, Laurie? 
Pat Anders is pretty bright too, I bet she 
could figure out what to buy for dinner 
without your help.” 

I ignored him as I walked out into the 
hall, and tilted my red beret at a smart 
angle. 

“You look real important,” Joe had fol- 
lowed me out into the hall, coffee cup in 
his hand, “big deal—a secretary—so much 
more important than being a wife—and 

mother.” 

“Now look, Joe—” I turned to him. 

“No. You look here, Laurie,” he held 
me by my shoulders, “when are you going 
to stop running away—running away from 
Mark—he keeps asking for you—” 

“T don’t know what you mean,” I said 
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pulling away from him, “and besides, I 
don’t have time to talk about it—I’m go- 
ing to be late for the office as it is.” 

I left the door open as I rushed out of 
the house, and I turned to look back after 
I had gotten half way down the street. 
But Joe wasn’t there, and I only saw the 
closed door. 

Joe was being stubborn. Okay—I could 
play it the same way. Sooner or later he 
would have to give in, and then things 
would be the way they once were. But all 
the time I really knew that we were drift- 
ing farther and farther apart, and it was 
only my pride that kept me from running 
to Joe and telling him that I would do any- 
thing to get his love back again. 

I spent more time in the office. I put in 
overtime, telling myself that it didn’t mat- 
ter if I was home for dinner or not. Mrs. 
Anders always prepared a nice meal, and 
besides, Joe and I hardly spoke to each 
other at the dinner table. 

Mr. Mitchell had hired a new assistant 
just a little while before I had returned 
to work, and already Barney Evans was 
breaking all the feminine hearts in the of- 
fice. Tall and good looking, his hazel eyes 
could look mild and innocent one moment, 
and sparkling with mischief the next. He 
was fun to work with, and I began to look 
forward to my days just a little more, 
knowing that I would be spending at least 
part of them with Barney. 

Somehow he managed to make even 
hard work gay. and I didn’t blame one of 
the stenographers too much when she said 
to me, 

“You’re sure lucky, Miss Bowers, work- 
ing with Mr. Evans. Most of the girls are 
crazy about him—and he seems to have 
taken a real liking to you.” 

I was sure she had noticed the ring on 
the-third finger of my left hand, and I 
couldn’t keep a touch of annoyance out of 
my voice. 

“It’s Mrs. Bowers, Effie, and I don’t 
think it’s necessary to make up stories 
about Mr. Evans and me.” 

But a wedding band was no insurance 
against a man like Barney Evans. We 
worked especially late one night getting 
some contracts out, and by eight o’clock 
the symbols in my steno book were danc- 
ing before my eyes. 

“You poor kid,” Barney said, his hand 
on'my shoulder. “We better stop right 
here—you look ready to drop.” 

That night I felt more depressed than 
usual. I had worked hard all day. But 
that didn’t matter so much as the thought 
that I would go home to a cold unfriendly 
house. 

Barney helped me on with my coat. 

“That’s a long subway trip you’ve got 
ahead of you,” he murmured, “how about 
a cocktail to brace you for the ride?” 

I know I should have refused, but I was 
starved for gaiety and companionship—I 
couldn’t refuse. 

Barney didn’t give me a chance to 
change my mind, and a few minutes later, 
we were seated in the comfortable plush 





lined booth of a cocktail lounge. The lights 
were pleasantly dim, and after two very 
dry martinis the room seemed to sway 
gently in a haze of mirrors and chrome. It 
seemed to me that for the first time in 
months I was feeling relaxed and secure, 
I refused, when Barney suggested a third 
drink. 

“You’re right,” he said seriously, “too 
much liquor on an empty stomach is bad 
for you. I have a nice steak in my ice box 
—just right for two—how about coming 
over and sharing it with me?” 

I shook my head weakly, “Oh no, | 
couldn’t, Barney.” 

“Why not,” he persisted. “Most people 
don’t know this, but I’m really a terrific 
cook. I make a steak sauce that’s out of 
this world. What do you say? I only live 
a few minutes from here.” 

Barney mimicked me as I started to say 
again, 

“Oh no, I couldn’t—” 

“C’mon,” he urged, “why can’t you?” 

And suddenly, I couldn’t think of any 
good reason why I shouldn’t go with Bar. 
ney. I wanted to go, and that’s all that 
seemed to really matter. I felt young and 
free, and just aching to have a good time. 

By the time we got to Barney’s apart 
ment I felt really woozy from the cocktails. 
He helped me off with my coat, and | 
sank down into a deeply upholstered black 
couch. Barney sat down beside me, and 
gently removed my beret. 

“You have lovely hair,” he murmured, 
as I felt his arm draw me closer, “as a 
matter of fact, you’re lovely all over.” 

“Barney—” 

I tried to pull away from him, but the 
pressure of his body against mine felt 
warm and comforting. I relaxed and felt 
him hold me even tighter. Nothing seemed 
to matter as his lips pressed urgently 
against mine. All the unhappiness that I 
had been suffering seemed to fade away. 
I had been miserable and frustrated for 
too long, and now finally I was finding 
release in another man’s arms. 

Barney’s hands moved over my body, 
“Baby. baby,” he murmured. 

Suddenly my head seemed to clear. This 
was Barney—Barney holding and kissing 
me— 

I pulled away from him desperately, 

“No—please, no.” 

Barney tried to hold me down, but now 
I was stronger than he was. He sat up, 
staring at me sullenly as I pulled my dis 
arrayed clothing together, and tried to com 
trol the sobs that now shook me. 

“T should have known better,” the com 
tempt in Barney’s voice cut through my 
tears, “nothing but a tease. Just a little 
wife who wants to have her cake and eat 
it, too.” 

“Please—you don’t understand.” 

“Sure I understand.” He towered above 
me, his face distorted by an ugly sneet. 
“Only some day you’re going to run Up 
against a guy who’s not going to let you 
get away with things so easy.” 

I backed away from Barney, frightened 
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clearly what I had done. Joe had wanted 
the three of us to be together in a warm 
family group. I had condemned my own 
mother for not giving me enough love to 
make me feel secure, but that didn’t stop 
me from making the same mistake with my 
own child. My own blindness had made 
me an outsider—and now it was too late. 
I started to leave—I belonged at Barney’s 
party—not in my own home. 

I turned back when I heard Mark call 
out, “Mommy—” 





It was then that I began to realize 





I could hardly believe he meant me. But 
as I stared, he scrambled down from Pat’s 
lap and toddled toward me. I bent down 
and he moved happily into my outstretched 
arms. I couldn’t quite see Joe as I held 
Mark tightly against me, but when I felt 
his hand rest comfortingly on my shoul- 
der. I knew that I would have to find a 
polite way of telling Pat Anders that her 
services were no longer needed. 


THE END 





How He Proposed 


(Continued from Page 7) 


turned, so there were many questions he 
asked that I could answer. We found 
ourselves looking forward to seeing each 
other between shows every night. John- 
ny’s friends began to whisper that they’d 
never seen him talk so much with anyone. 
And I began to get a warm little glow 
when he walked up to me. Our talk went 
from Europe to our likes and dislikes, our 
ambitions. And the more we talked the 
more we found we had in common. 

When Johnny went to Europe, I gave 
him my “little black book” of people to 
look up and places to visit. But he took 
a good bit more than that book with him. 
His leaving made me realize how very 
much I had come to like him. 

After he came back, we saw each other 
whenever bookings coincided. I met his 
mother. Mrs. Katie Hodges, and liked her 
from that very first meeting. 

There seemed to be an understanding 
between me and Johnny—but I wasn’t 
really sure whether or not he loved me. 


Show business is such an_ artificial, 
glamorous world. It’s hard to ferret out 
true feelings with all the ‘“dahlings” 


bandied about. I thought perhaps he liked 
me because I was part of the show world, 
because I was a dancer and could talk his 
language. So I decided to put Johnny “to 
the test.” 

Near the Christmas season, I quit my 
job at the Cotton Club. On Christmas eve 
I went to Philadelphia where John was 
playing the Earl Theatre with Duke. 

“I’ve quit, Johnny,” I said to him. “I’m 
through with show business.” 

He smiled, a quiet slow smile. “That’s 
fine with me,” he said, “I think I can 
make you happy for the rest of your life.” 

There it was. That was his proposal. I 
hadn’t dreamed it would come so quickly 
er so sweetly. What a wonderful holiday 
season that was for us. Sure of each other, 
planning for our marriage made each day 
another Christmas for us. Even if Johnny 
had been a cab driver, I would have been 
It was Johnny I loved—not the 
show world. You see, I knew the show 
world long before I knew Johnny and I 
was glad to give it up for him. 

We planned to be married on January 
10, 1937, at Chicago’s City Hall. But there 
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happy. 


was a terrific blizzard and we actually 
could not get to the City Hall. So we were 
married by a neighborhood minister, Rev. 
Paul Turner, in Room 311 of the Ritz 
Hotel. Most of the fellows in the band 
were on hand... Wallace Jones, Law- 
rence Brown, Harry Carney. At the last 
minute we discovered that I had no cor- 
sage. Duke and his wife wanted to get 
orchids but I got a hurry-up order on some 
gardenias. I wore a soft pink wool dress 
that showed off the silver fox “chubby” 
coat that Johnny had given me the year 
before. 

It was the second marriage for each of 
us. We weren’t two school kids in love 
with love. We were two, cautious mature 
persons—very sure that ours was a love 
that would grow more beautiful still as 
we learned to live together. 

The room which had been so noisy be- 
came still enough for me to hear my own 
irregular breathing as I said “I do” to 
Johnny. I hardly recognized my own voice 
—but his voice was strong and sure. And 
then it was over, the solemn moment passed 
and Duke’s wedding party for us got mer- 
rily under way. 

The months that followed the wedding 
were like almost any couple’s first months. 
In every marriage relationship the husband 
and wife have to learn how to adapt to 
the other’s personality. We discovered that 
for us it is best for me to travel with him 
when he goes on tour. We genuinely like 
each other’s company. Johnny had been 
attracted to me because I made him laugh, 
I made him happy. His quiet geniality 
make him a perfect companion for me. 
We like the balance of our marriage and 
don’t like to place it in undue jeopardy by 
long absences. 

We now have two children—Lorna, 11, 
and John II, 6. We have many good 
friends and many beautiful memories. Ours 
is a marriage that has mellowed without 
losing any of the wonder of the first im- 
petuous days of our recognition of love. 
I’m so very proud of Johnny. He dreams 
beautiful dreams and is able to put them 
to music. But as I said before, even if 
Johnny were a cab driver, my dreams 
would be the same as his because each 
passing day proves we were truly meant 
for each other. 


THE END 
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nothing about the beautiful girls who mak 
it their business to be around when a nam 
musician or performer is in town. 

All that had to wait until February ¢ 
1952 when Cootie Williams came to How 
ton to sign me to play in his big bang 
Cootie, you'll remember, was the famoy 
“growl” trumpet star of Duke Ellington; 
greatest band. He was so good with the 
Duke and on sessions with Benny Gooi. 
man that his fans practically demande 
that he get his own band. 

He wanted me to blow alto for him apj 
wanted Arnett Cobb on tenor, but Arnet 
wouldn’t go for it and decided he’d rathe 
join Lionel Hampton. Well, that wa 
Cobb’s deal. I went for myself and figured 
I’d get somewhere up North with an out 
like Cootie’s. And I liked Cootie like you 
like a close pal or a big brother. Ther 
never was any “who struck John” with him, 
He called a spade a spade. I will neve 
forget what he told me when I signed th 
contract to come out of Texas with him. 

“Look here, man,” he said, “I’m going 
to take you places. You blow some grea 
horn and you’ve got a chance to do things 
but it all depends on how you take it 
When things start moving for you. there’) 
be some fine chicks trying to cut into you. 
It happens to all musicians who get : 
name. They’ll hang around, chase you ani 
make you think you’re greater than you ar 
as long as your money holds out. 

“But when you blow your roll, tk 
chicks—I mean the ones you'll meet 
North—will walk out on you and tel 
everybody you’re just another fool. I'v 
got to tell you this because we're going tv 
be real tight and I want to see you ge 
along. Play it cool and don’t tip your mit 
and Ill make you one of the greatest cals 
in jazz.” 

I go for that kind of talk. Especially, 
if it’s from somebody who is in my cornet. 
And Cootie has been there all the time, 0 
ever since he brought me from nothing! 
the big time. The guy has been like é 
father to me. He’s been the one cat! 
could go to and tell my troubles. And! 
could always depend on getting the right 
kind of advice. from him when I sougit 
him out. But I figured I was too big 
ask him when the things I was doing didn’ 
work out. Because of that, I hit rock bo 
tom and might never have come up agail 
if I hadn’t swallowed my pride and gon 
back to my man, Cootie. 

We got to New York in late February al 
1942 and opened at the Apollo Theatet 
On the way up from Texas, we did som 
one-nighters in order to get the kinks o@ 
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ofthe band for our date in the Big Apple 
which is real important for new bands and 
gets. One night in Tennessee after I had 
gang a ballad, Cootie called me to him 
during the intermission. 

“Look here, Eddie,” he said, “those bal- 
Jads are all right but they don’t move me. 
You're going to New York where you'll be 
singing against some real ballad 
chirpers like Trevor Bacon with Lucky 
Millinder. Billy Eckstine with Earl Hines, 
Sonny Woods with Louis Armstrong. Bill 
Kenny and the Ink Spots and a flock of 
others. Those cats really can sing ballads. 
You did all right singing ’em in Houston, 
but you’re going to New York and you’ve 
either got to get with it or forget it.” 

“In other words,” I said, “you don’t want 
me to sing any more?” 

“No,” Cootie replied, “not that. 
fnish. People in New York are 
They've heard all the best ballad singers 
and unless you’re doing ballads a com- 
pletely different way, it won’t mean any- 


gone 
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thing. I want you to go over big. Up there 
in Harlem, they don’t know too much 


about the blues and we’re both from the 
South and know. what the blues mean. I 
want you to chirp the blues like they sing 
‘em down home. Get what I mean?” 

I did. I had been hearing the blues all 
my natural born days and I guess I’ve been 
But I never thought about 
making an act out of blues singing. I went 
out and got the great hit record, Cherry 
Red and Things Ain’t What They Used To 
Be by Big Joe Turner and Art Tatum. 
(Remember them?) Well, I got both sides 
down real pat and when we opened at the 
Apollo, I was ready to make my debut as 
a blues singer. 

The Friday morning before we went to 
the thea ter. Cootie came to my hotel room 
and said, “Look here, man, I got a new 
idea. I want you to get a hair cut.” 

“Hair cut?” I asked him. “I just got my 
wig clipped last night.” 

“Naw,” said Cootie, “I want you to get 
it all cut off—clean bald.” 

I thought the man had blown his top. 
Thad a fancy hair deal, all slick and shiny 
like I'd worn it all my life. Now the man 
wanted me to get “skulled.” I got sore and 
told him so. 

“Listen,” he persisted. “I haven't told 
you anything wrong this far. have 1? Well 
I got something in mind on this hair cut 
tip. I want you to look different—sorta like 
anatural country boy. There’s a lotta peo- 
ple up here in New York who haven’t been 
long out of Georgia, Florida, North Caro- 
lina and those other states Down South. 
Nobody looks like a blues singer. Big Joe 
Turner is all slicked up. So are the rest 
of °em—Wynonie Harris, Little Jimmy 
Rushing with Count Basie and Hot Lips 
Page, 

“You get your hair all cut off like I 
tell you,” he went on, “and then wear a 
sharp suit out there and you'll kill ’em 
dead!” 

Finally, I went around the corner and 
suflered while the barber snipped off my 


singing *em, too. 


hair close to the skull. I felt real foolish 
and jammed my hat down on my head and 
cursed Cootie Williams every way I could 
think of. I didn’t show up until time for 
the first show which went on around. 2:30 
that afternoon. 

The cats in the band had a ball ribbing 
me. “Hey, look,” hollered one guy, “Look 
at old Cleanhead Eddie.” 

“Whatcha tryin’ to do, 
player asked, “give these 
some southern exposure?” 

To make matters worse and to put me in 
the mood to kill him, Cootie ran down some 
band specialties during the show and then 
introduced me this way. “Ladies and 
gentlemen,” he hollered through the mike, 
“T want you to dig the greatest blues sing- 

Here he is, the one and 
(Cleanhead) Vinson!” 

to climb down from the 
I felt as though 
afternoon 
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er in the world. 
the only Eddie 
I started not 
bandstand I was so hot. 
everybody in the theater that 
was pointing a finger at my bald head and 
laughing like mad. I sat there for a mo- 
ment, then came slowly down. The sweat 
was pouring off me by the time I found my 
way to the mike. I had begun to cry. 


T SEEMS THAT IT sang and cried at 
the same time as I did Cherry Red for 
my voice had a catch in it that you always 
hear when somebody is trying to talk and 
cry at the same time. At any rate, I nearly 
fell dead from surprise when the people 
out front started yelling and stomping their 
feet and clapping their hands. I had to 
do an encore and used the only other blues 
we had an arrangement on, Things Ain’t 
W hat They Used To Be. 

They wouldn’t let me off. I had to do 
Cherry again and part of Things and then 
Cootie rushed on the next act. They booed 
the act for most of the time it was on stage 
and to satisfy the crowd, Cootie had to 
bring me back for the I was 
made! 

We went to the Savoy Ballroom for our 
first location job in New York and the 
people nearly mobbed the bandstand every 
night demanding that I blues. 
Cootie got a recording contract and I sang 
the two songs on the Majestic label with 
his band, adding two other sides. Some- 
body’s Got To Go and Just .A Dream. They 
were hits almost overnight. 

Cootie hiked my salary and I was get- 
ting around $250 a week. I began buying 
clothes, something I never was long on. 
All kinds of sharp suits, for I was a star. 
vent back to the barber and gave him a 
bill for cleaning my head the way he 
did that first hair cut. Ben Bart of Uni- 
versal Attractions who was booking Cootie, 
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gave me a separate contract and the money 
started rolling in. 

I bought a new car and spent my days 
chauffeuring a flock of pretty girls around 
Harlem in it. Just like Cootie told me, the 
chicks were there at every turn. I had my 
choice, but there’s a certain kind I went 
for strongest—slim, peach-brown and with 
plenty legwork. I played all the joy joints 
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lure which inspires 
men to follow you? 
Do you want the 
thrill of midnight 
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Send one dollar today for full size, 
non-spillable bottle of Gypsy per- 
fume. Money back if not completely 
satisfied. Order c.o.d. for $1.50. Be- 
gin your new happiness today! 
Dept. T, M & M Co., 422-13th St., Oakland 12, Cal. 
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real big. You could tell Eddie Vinson was 
in the house when I hit for Smalls Para- 
dise, the Club 845 in the Bronx and 
Frank’s Restaurant. 

Then Ben Bart brought a guy named 
Bobby Shadd of Mercury Records around. 
He signed me to a recording contract and 
my first sides were Old Maid’s Boogie and 
Kidney Stew Blues. That was it! My first 
royalty check was $40,000! 

Imagine a simple-minded square just 
out of Texas with that much money to do 
whatever he wanted to with it! I went out 
and got stinking drunk and stayed that 
way for almost a week. I remember one 
night in my hotel room, at least 15 dif- 
ferent chicks came in and out from about 
1 o’clock in the morning until way past 
noon. We were drinking Scotch at $9 a 
fifth and an all-night restaurant was send- 
ing up $10 steak dinners with all the trim- 
mings. 

When I finally came to my senses a 
couple of days later, I found I had spent 
over $500 on those chicks and I don’t re- 
member the name of a single one of them! 
I do recall that there were some fine look- 
ing numbers among them, though. I re- 
member one in particular, a rather tall 
redhead. She out-sat four or five others 
until she was in the room with me alone. 

She talked a lot of trash that sounded 
real good to me, things about getting mar- 
ried and having somebody to look after 
me. She told me how good she could cook 
and how she wished I wouldn’t throw my- 
self away on the other girls-who had been 
running in and out all night. “If you mar- 
ried me,” I remember her saying, “I'd 
handle everything for you and keep all 
those phony chicks away from you so you 
could concentrate on your music.” 

It sounded great at the time, but after 
I had time to think it over, I dug what she 
was putting down. All she wanted was to 
get hold of my bankroll and figured by a 
lot of soft talk I’d go for her line and 
tumble. But I hadn’t gotten that simple. 
Later on, I did perhaps but I did have 
enough sense not to fall into such a wide 
open trap as that chick was setting for me. 

Incidentally, IT saw her in 1952 when I 
was in New York. She was sharking after 
a well-known blues singer who had just 
jumped into the big money overnight. She 
was drinking and eating up his money like 
she would have done mine had I been 
that much of a square. When she saw me 
she looked right through me as if I wasn’t 
there. There was nothing I could say to 
her because I had long since blown my 
roll. 

Between engagements, I went back to 
Houston and got married to a real won- 
derful girl named Gladys Sykes. This was 
in 1946. I didn’t do the right thing by 
Gladys. She was a good kid and didn’t 
know what I was getting myself in for 
when I was kicking the gong around and 
blowing my natural top up North among a 
bunch of wild women. The marriage lasted 
but a year. We got a divorce. I wasn’t 
able to do anything for her because I didn’t 
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have anything, seeing that the money I 
was making was slipping through my 
fix. ~s like water. 

About this time, Ben Bart decided to put 
me in front of a big band and I got 22 
musicians together, rehearsed them and 
we went into the Zanzibar on Broadway 
for a run-of-the-show engagement. It was 
a big deal and the loot was real great. The 
band was considered so good that we 
played the entire RKO Circuit from New 
York to Seattle, or an average of two 
theaters in each state. Among them were 
the Regal and Chicago Theaters in Chica- 
go, the Stanley in Pittsburgh, and others 
in Dayton, Toledo, Cincinnati, Detroit, 
Cleveland and elsewhere. 

The next year, I got married again, this 
time to a pretty girl in Brooklyn named 
Ira Farmer. We are divorced, but she got 
a home I had purchased in Brooklyn. It 
seemed I just couldn’t stand being mar- 
ried. There were too many other chicks 
crossing my path and, with money in my 
pockets, I didn’t have one bit of conscience. 

When I finally disbanded my big band, 
I cut down to a seven piece combination 
and went on the road. We played every 
state in the Union except the Dakotas and 
Montana during the three months we were 
out. The money was fantastic. To give 
you an idea, I was taking down $1,100 to 
$3,000 a night above the guarantee and my 
payroll for my musicians was only $150 a 
night. 

Everywhere we went, the people were 
turning out in mobs to hear Eddie (Mr. 
Cleanhead) Vinson sing the blues. I got 
to feeling that I was the only blues singer 
in the business. How could there be any 
others, what with me getting all that money 
and drawing all those people? 

I had three Cadillacs, a DeSoto and a 
station wagon and had bought different 
women in various cities new Cadillacs and 
at least three new homes. I have no idea 
of the fur coats—mink, fox and persian 
lamb—I passed around among the girls I 
really went for. But there was a whole 
lot of ’em. 

In Los Angeles, a girl I will call “Totsy” 
(for security reasons) was my No. 1 wom- 
an along Central Avenue. “Totsy” was 
worth every nickel I spent on her. She had 
looks, figure and knew how to make a 
man feel real great. 

In Harlem, I almost blew my wig over 
the stately, freckled-faced California 
beauty, Sybil Lewis, when she was play- 
ing comedy bit parts with Dewey (Pig- 
meat) Markham, John Mason and other 
comedians at the Apollo Theater. 

Now there was a girl who was on the 
ball. She had a college education, knew 
what she was talking about and was super- 
intelligent about everything. She’s one 
girl I should have married, but she was 
smart enough to know a square on a binge 
when she saw one and ducked out before 
I could get much further with her. 

There were a lot of married women 
mixed up in this spending spree of mine, 
too. That’s one thing I have yet to under- 


stand: why a woman with a home and, 
good husband likes to sneak around on the 
side with the payoff a fur jacket, some 
steak dinners and plenty of scotch. 

They seem just as serious about playing 
around as do the girls who are single and 
legitimate in what they do, no matter hoy 
they do it. I tried to keep away from the 
married chicks but some of them, par. 
ticularly one in Atlantic City, were just as 
smart. They’d leave their wedding bands 
and engagement rings at home and swea 
they might have been married, “but yoy 
know, honey, my old man and I jug 
couldn’t make it, so we decided to call jt 
quits.” 

Or they might hit me with this line; 
“My husband doesn’t understand me one 
bit. He never takes me out and seldom 
makes love to me. He seems to think I'm 
just good for to cook and do his laundry, 
I want to live too. You and I could go 
places together. All you’ve got to do, baby, 
is to pay for it, and I'll divorce him tomor. 
row and go with you.” 

While all this was going on, my popular 
ity was fading. My seven-piece band had 
dwindled down to four. I had to get rid 
of my automobiles one by one and I found 
it hard to attract good musicians. My 
theater work died almost completely and 
all Ben Bart could get for me were some 
second-rate night club and juice joint jobs, 
I hadn’t made a decent record for over 
three years. 

Every cent I got my hands on, it seems, 
went for whisky and women. The chicks 
were still there, milking me for every 
penny I had and I, like a fool, gave it to 
‘em. But these chicks were winos and a 
lot of bums out to get a free drink off any 
fool who came into the barroom. Some. 
thing had to happen. I was getting sick 
deep down inside. Not from drinking 
but from the consciousness that I had lived 
the life of a fool. 


NE NIGHT I showed up late for a 

engagement. The band was up there 
playing—at least, three of the four of us 
were on the stand—I listened for a while 
and turned around and walked out. None 
of them saw me come in or leave. I walked 
for what it seemed were miles just think 
ing. 

The trio sounded better without me than 
it did with me blowing my horn. And who 
wanted to hear me sing? I gave myself the 
works. My money—over $100,000 of it,! 
estimated—was all gone. I was wearing 
soiled shirts and my pants cuffs wert 
frayed. My face didn’t have that fresh 
“country boy” look which helped me make 
a fortune. I admitted to myself: “Clear 
head, you’re through. Now what’s next?” 

The next day I got on the telephone and 


called Ben Bart at his office in New York § 


I told him I wanted to get back with 
Cootie. He told me where I could cal 
him. “You turning over a new leaf?” Bea 
asked. I told him I was going to try © 
get myself on a new kick. Then I called 
up Cootie. 
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“’'m glad you came to your senses, 
man,” Cootie told me. “Sure, I got a spot 
jin my band for you. It'll be like old 
times, huh? You singing the blues and 
blowing that fine alto. But you've got to 
meet my conditions before you can return.” 
He told me what he wanted me to do: 


1. Stop drinking 

9. Do nothing unless approved by 
Cootie. 

3. Get one good girl friend and be true 
to her. 

4, Stop hanging around with riff-raff. 

] jumped at what he offered. I called 


up my friend in Chicago, Salome Crozier 
Williams, an old pal from Los Angeles, 
and told her I was straightening myself 
out and asked her to make the rounds with 
me when I got to Chicago. She did. 

Satisfied that I was on the level, Bobby 
Shadd gave me my first recording session 
in years recently when I made four sides 
for Mercury. He says the tunes are great 
enough to put me back in the running. 
They were He Didn’t Know Whose Was 
Whose and You Can’t Have My Love No 
More and | Need Your Love and Old Man 
Boogie. 


Already they are going strong and the 
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newspaper columnists say I haven’t lost a 
thing in my ability to put across a good 


blues number. I could feel I was in the 


groove again when I was in the studio 
making the tune. Now, I’ve got several 


sessions lined up with Mercury. 

I'm going straight and hope that my 
friends in every city will help me. It’s a 
big deal for a guy to swear off whiskey 
and a bigger one to swear off a lot of wom- 
en. But when you’re making that “bread,” 
you've got to give up 
though you threw away over $100,000 to 
find out how dumb you used to be. 

THE END 


something, even 





Child Care 


(Continued from Page 45) 


may lose all spontaneity and become a 
quiet, timid child, afraid to fight back 
when attacked and constantly in fear of 
disapproval. 

There must be a basic sense of warmth 
and affection between the child and his 
parents in order for them to be able 
handle disciplinary problems easily. If the 
child has a strong, positive feeling for his 
parents that outweighs his fear of punish- 
ment, he will want to behave in such 
way that they will approve of him. 

In order to provide the right kind of 
discipline, for younger children in par- 
ticular, the parent must know what one 
can expect from a child of a certain age. 
The parent should always remember to set 
up standards of behavior that are within 
the child’s capacity. In this way, 
lems of discipline become easier because 
the child will have learned to trust and 
accept his parents’ decisions. 
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CREAM HAIR STRAIGHTENER 


| Over 1,000,000 happy users have already 
proven how wonderfully easy it is for any- 
one to have soft, easy-to-manage, really 
straight hair ALWAYS with amazing Perma- 
Strate Cream Hair Straightener. With 
creamy Perma-Strate there’s absolutely no 
burn, no redness, no scalp irritation . 
and one simple home treatment keeps hair 
straight for 3 to 6 months, unaffected by 
shampoos or perspiration. Perma-Strate is 
guaranteed to give every man and woman 
the permanently straight hair they've al- 
Ways wanted - . Suaranteed to do a far 
better job than hot combs and irons or any 
other unsatisfactory imitations on the mar- 
ket or your money back. 
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ELLIS RAND CO. 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue 
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Remember, Perma-Strate is far 
more economical in the long 
run! Insist on genuine Perma- 
Strate in the red, white, and 
blue carton. 


$2 plus tax—At Druggists 
If druggist can't supply, write 
Perma-Strate, 271 Vance, Mem- 
phis, Tenn. 


Also use Hair Sheen by Perma-Strate, for dull, brittle, dry, and splitting hair. 
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...Train At Home For 
A WELL PAID CAREER  , 


PRACTICAL NURSING Sole 


\ 
Help fill the urgent need for Trained Practical — 
es. If you are between 18 and 55, it’s easy to 
train at home in your spare time to take or a in this respect- 
ing. Many earn while learnt ng. chool is not needed. 
| s equipment included. Mail this ad today for FREE Facts. 
Wayne Schoo! Of Practical oon Inc, 
| 2525 Sheffield Ave., Desk 39, Chicago 14, tI. | 
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Know your odds when ploy- 
ing Dice? Now Handy Pocket 
Blue Book shows you the 
right odds for making a point, the cor- 
rect odds for getting any number on a 












your songs or poems today. Musi¢ 
written for your words without charge. 
Records, copies, copyright furnished. We 
have helped many new writers find their 
first success. Let us try to help you. 


HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS 
1558 N. Vine St., Dept. FF-4, Hollywood 28, Cal. 
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I Was A 
Streetwalker 
For 2,000 
Nights 


(Continued from Page 25) 


chuckled. He had never forgotten my role. 

In a sense Anna gave me a certain per- 
sonality in the theater. Of course, I was 
able through study—to quickly switch from 
{nna to Juliet in Shakespeare’s Romeo 
and Juliet. But in 1951 I was asked to 
read the part of The Tart in a very unusual 
six-act play “Desire Caught By The Tail.” 
rhe play was set in Nazi-occupied France 
and contained some original and witty 
writing by one of the greatest painters of 
our time. 

The stage directions, pungently unique 
in themselves, were unforgettably read by 
the late Dylan Thomas, that great Welsh 
lyric poet who died in New York last year 
under tragic circumstances, and who was 
a dear friend of mine. I had some good 
lines, of which the following are typical: 
“IT wear with elegance the ridiculous 
dresses that are given me. I am a mother 
and a perfect whore and I can dance the 
rhumba.” 

There were only two performances of the 
English translation of Picasso’s play, but 
they made up a wonderful theatrical ex- 
perience for me. 

Anna Lucasta was a saga of my life. It 
profoundly started my theatrical career 
and opened up new avenues of growth and 
experience. Despite what many think, I 
never got tired or bored doing Anna. The 
part took a lot out of me, for I gave it so 
much of myself. But I gained much, too. 
Critics moved me when they wrote that my 
last performance of Anna was as fresh and 
vital as the first. 

The audiences kept the play alive and 
exciting for me. They made me give my 
all in portraying in a convincing manner a 
woman as far removed from my own char- 
acter and conditioning and outlook as I 
could possibly imagine. 

I love Anna in spite of all the misun- 
derstandings and strange, sometimes ir- 
ritating identifications of her with me. I 
love Anna because it is a magnificent act- 
ing part. It gave me a chance to be funny, 
sardonic, cruel, emotional and tender all 
in one evening. That’s quite a range for 
any actress. 

Being confused in real life with Anna 
is not such an insult as might appear at 
first glance. A study of the play will show 
that Anna had some really fine qualities. 


Further, I think every woman wants to be 


an Anna at some stage of her life. Anna 
is a part that I am convinced will one day 
rank with Camille and Carmen as a mod- 
ern classic. 

Though it is now ten years since Anna 
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Lucasta opened its historic Broadway run, 
there are still conflicting conceptions held 
concerning the character of Anna, who was 
my second self for five years. I maintain 
that three people in the world know Anna 
better, more intimately than all others. 
They are Philip Yordan, who wrote the 
original play; Harry Wagstaffe Gribble, 
who directed and rewrote it; and I, who 
created the role and sustained it through 
some 2,000 performances. 

Anna was never a prostitute in the ac- 
cepted sense of the term. Audiences often 
unfairly assumed that she sold her favors 
freely. The public came to regard her as 
a professional prostitute as a result of a 
publicity campaign launched when the 
play opened on Broadway, and the pur- 
pose of which was to insure a boxoffice 
bonanza. The effect of this publicity was 
to create the impression that Anna was a 
harlot. 

I think that the one thing responsible 
for this impression was the now celebrated 
poster which showed me as a tart standing 
under a waterfront lamp post. That poster 
stamped Anna in the minds of millions as 
a woman who sold her body to men. 

Anna’s numerous love affairs were im- 
plied, never directly stated. Gribble, my 
director, helped me understate this aspect 
of Anna’s character by advising me to al- 
ways hold something in reserve. His in- 
structions to me were to “play against the 
obvious. Your audience will get the mes- 
sage. Don’t feel too much. If you feel 
everything, the audience will feel nothing, 
and they most certainly will never feel 
sympathy for Anna.” 

Now, Anna was certainly no saint. Let’s 
not kid ourselves about that. She’d had a 
number of love affairs. She was labelled a 
prostitute by her family. She sought 
gaiety, loved the bright lights, enjoyed 
knocking back those double gins. She 
craved attention and wanted love. This was 
part of her passionate love of life. But— 
and this is important—Anna was never in- 
timate with a man she didn’t like. And 
there is no proof anywhere in the play 
that men paid for her love. 

Anna was never happy in that squalid 
atmosphere. I knew that and tried to lift 
her up out of the sordid life of a free and 
easy woman. I had to lift her above mere 
sensuality. I think I succeeded. Under- 
standing Anna was a real task at first. It 
proved to be a much deeper thing than 
merely analyzing her lines in the script 
and her place in the play. I understoed 
Anna by reaching back into my own ex- 
perience with people and remembering 
what I had learned about life. 

My marriage to my present husband, 
Dick Angarola, took place in Stirling, 
Scotland, on Sept. 20, 1948, in as romantic 
a setting as a woman could wish for. Dick 
and I were drawn together by mutual ties 
of the theater and art, and met while we 
were working on a production of “Romeo 
and Juliet.” He came to Britain after I 
had gone over there to play Anna in the 
London production. 








formances in London. Dick had bee, 
staying in Scotland for a few weeks with 
one of his war time friends from his Aj 
Force service. He called me in London one 
day and raved about the beauty of the 
Scottish countryside. “If we’re ever going 
to do it, darling, this is the place to ge 
married,” he said. 

We wanted our marriage to be a secret 
but news of it leaked out when the electric 
power unexpectedly went off in the regis. 
trar’s office near Stirling Castle. Police 
arrived and the newspapers soon had the 
story. 

I flew up to Scotland after a Saturday 
performance and met Dick in Glasgow 
Sunday at 8:30 A.M. We drove to Stirling 
and were married at midnight. It was a 
lovely ceremony conducted by candlelight, 
As soon as it was over, we rushed back to 
London for my Monday performance. 

Dick and I had gone to great pains to 
conceal our marriage from the press, pre 
ferring a quiet ceremony far removed 
from popping photographers’ flash bulbs 
and the prying eyes of strangers. We had 
published the banns for the marriage un 
der my maiden name, Hilda Moses. Al] 
went well until the electricity gave out, 
Then the secret was out and in less than 
an hour every newspaper in the county 
had the story. 

My own story and that of Anna were 
intertwined during the run of the play. 
Even now I find it impossible to rid my- 
self of the Anna Lucasta identity. Not long 
ago I received a letter from an admirer, 
who had seen the piay, addressed to “Miss 
Anna Lucasta.” It reached me. At the 
height of the play’s success, I received a 
lot of mail addressed in this way. 

Many of the letters were suggestive, a 
few downright salacious. I also got my 
quota of expensive gifts, perfumes, jewels 
and flowers. One night an anonymous per 
son sent backstage a package containing 
a pair of sexy-looking black lace panties! 
That was only the beginning. 

Anna was a dramatic creation existing 
only in the world of illusion that is the 
theater. The bulk of the audiences I played 
to appreciated my interpretation of a pros 
titute on an artistic level. But there were 
so many who did not or would not see 
Anna that way. They refused to allow me 
to resume my normal personal life after 
the curtain was lowered for the last act. 


(THROUGHOUT HISTORY actresses 

have been pursued by Lotharios of all 
ages and types. I had my share of propos 
tions, some of which were truly fantastic 
Each man seemed to have a different ap 
proach. One fellow invited me to his apatt 
ment to discuss, of all things, religion! | 
went along, but took my kid brother with 
me, so none of us was the worse for weal 
Another admirer offered to hypnotize mé 
He is a famous author today. 

In Europe wealthy and titled men welt 
numbered among the playgoers who later 
became my suitors. Prominent men pur 
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sued me with unstinting fervor. The most 
persistent and distinguished of these ad- 
mirers was an English lord, who saw me 
play Anna 30 times. He often arranged 
theater parties that included some of the 
famous titled names in Britain. 

He deluged me with charming notes, 
fowers and gifts, threw lavish parties for 
me, and climaxed his stage-door courtship 
by inviting me along with his wife to his 
villa on the French Riviera. 

This gentleman pursued me with an un- 
believable stubbornness. He found it hard 
to accept no for an answer. Equally ex- 
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travagant in his attentions was another ad- 
mirer, a New York financier, who offered 
everything a girl could want except re- 
spectability—he offered me a Park Avenue 
penthouse and a Cadillac. But such things 
are less important to me than the simple 
pleasures of a happy marriage, and the 
artistic satisfaction that an inspired per- 
formance can give an actor. 

While I was playing Anna in England, 
university students sent me love sonnets 
and flowers. One tremulous Romeo wrote 
begging me to send him a lock of my 
hair. What girl wouldn’t be touched by a 
request like this? 

I have many times been asked whether 
| would ever play the part of a streetwalker 
or loose woman again. Always my answer 
is yes—providing the script is good and 
offers me an opportunity to create a char- 
acter as vibrant and wonderful as Anna 
Lucasta. With me, the play’s the thing. 

I have nothing on my conscience for 
having played “Anna.” Indeed, [ think we 
served each other well. I can play a bitch 


as well as an angel; both types have a part 
in our lives. In considering a part the 


only thing that concerns me deeply is 
whether I can impart artistry to it and 
make it live—as did Anna, the girl under 


the lamp post. Heaven knows, she was 
alive enough. 
THE END 





Teen Talk 
(Continued from Page 14) 


The sixth day, Saturday, can really be 
novel. For those of you who have never 
ridden in a buggy or buckboard, 
around town and find one, rent it and take 
to the back roads where the traffic is light, 
and spend the day getting acquainted with 
the type of transportation “great grand- 
ma” used and have a lot of fun to boot. 

On the seventh day (Sunday), 
church and then spend the remainder of 
the day Visiting the zoo, museum or any 
other municipal spot which you may have 
neglected visiting until now. 

If you have a really lively time “right in 
your own backyard” during the first week, 
you can give a repeat performance the 
second week with a few ge which 
can include visiting other loca 
tycling out into the country or ios a 
low-cost boat trip. 


scout 


go to 


spots, 


Kisses For 


Dollars 


(Continued from 


Page 36) 


delighted at my decision and did every- 
thing in his power to help me, sometimes 
neglecting important work of his own to 
let me in on secrets of his technique or 
to correct errors I was making. The hap- 
py days and evenings went by and I felt 
I was making progress. I’d been religi- 
ously saving small sums of money weekly, 
vaguely feeling that that often-mentioned 
rainy day might come. 
so much decreased because I was living 
with the Lees. I began to save more money 
—as much as I could spare. 

I had a definite purpose now. Some day 
I would be buying expensive photography 
equipment of my own. Despite the fact 
that Dad had been intoxicated at the time 
of the accident, the garbage disposal firm 
whose truck had run him down sent me a 
nice letter of condolence and a $1000 
check. Dad’s insurance had covered his 
burial so I was able to bank this sum. 

A year after Dad’s death, Jerry called 
me into his office and told me that he was 
giving me a promotion and raise. Business 
was getting better and I had worked so 
diligently, that Jerry was hiring someone 
else to take over my duties in the dark- 
room. He made me his assistant. 

All in all, life seemed to be smiling on 
me. 

There was only one thing lacking. I 
tried to pretend it didn’t concern me, but 
it did. Here I was almost nineteen and 
there was no romantic interest in my life. 
Jerry and Marie worried about that too. 
They didn’t want to seem too concerned so 
they just teased me. 

“Time enough for that,” I’d tell them 
lightly. But I didn’t feel that way. 
Secretly I had begun to wonder whether 
there was something about me which made 
it impossible for me to attract men. I was 
no less than average in attractiveness. I 
had few clothes but I had a 
taking care of them so that they looked 
good on me. 

Maybe I just didn’t socialize enough, go 
enough places. Several eligible customers 
who came into the studio had frankly 
shown interest in me but I had made a 
rule for myself that I must never mix 
business with pleasure. 

I went on, making headway in my 
job, saving money for my future but feel- 
ing much neglected in the heart depart- 
ment. 

Two years had rolled by after Dad’s 
death when the big break came, in so far 
as my work was concerned. 

Jerry and I had come home from the 
studio. He picked up his mail and went 
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into the living room to read the mail and 
his newspaper while I helped: Marie with 
last-minute preparations for. dinner. 

During dinner I noticed Jerry was very 
much preoccupied. I found out why while 
we were having coffee. 

Abruptly Jerry pushed back in his chair, 
looked at his wife and said: “Marie, I'd 
like to have a small conference with you 
in the living room. You'll excuse us. Sara, 
It will only take five minutes.” 

“Of course,” I nodded. My curiosity was 
aroused. I couldn’t imagine what could 
be so important that it couldn’t wait unti] 
Jerry had finished the favorite course of his 
evening meal—coffee. 

In five minutes they were back. Marie’s 
eyes were glowing. She looked as though 
she could hardly keep some very exciting 
news to herself. They sat at the table, 
looked at each other mischieviously, then 
at me. Jerry cleared his throat. 

“Young lady,” he said to me. “Fate 
has knocked on your door armed with a 
golden opportunity and Marie and I have 
decided you should answer.” 

My eyes went round with ‘patient won 
der. 

“T got a letter today from an old school 
buddy in Detroit,” Jerry continued. “He 
runs a studio there which is more success. 
ful than ours. It seems he has to leave the 
mid-west for his health. He’s made his 
pile over the years and could get a nice 
solid piece of change for the business, 
But Ric’s a weird sort of fellow. Loves the 
business he built and would rather part 
with it for almost a song if he found some. 
one who would love and nurture it as he’s 
done. He’s offered it to me.” 

“So we’re going to Detroit?” 
breathlessly. 

Jerry paused, glanced merrily at Marie, 
then let the bomb fall. 

“You’re going,” he replied. 

While I listened, almost unable to be 
lieve my ears, Jerry outlined the plan he 
had conceived which had been endorsed 
by Marie. As much as he hated to lose me, 
he saw the Detroit studio as a chance in 
a lifetime for me to get started on my 
own. Marie and he were too settled to 
want to give up their business and move 
to Detroit. 

Jerry had so much confidence in my 
ability to make a success of the venture 
that he was willing to purchase the bus- 
ness for the ridiculously small sum his 
friend was willing to accept. I would be 
manager of the studio with the understan¢- 
ing that, after the first year, I could start 
repaying Jerry his investment from the 
profits. 

At first, I was terrified at the idea o 
going to a strange city and accepting such 
a terrific responsibility as running a bus 
ness. But then I felt a great gratitude fo 
Jerry and Marie’s confidence and my spit 
of adventure was aroused to cinch the dec 
sion. 

“Oh, Jerry, Marie, how wonderful,” | 
cried. “The both of you are such angel 
to me. Of course, Ill take advantage af 
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this and I promise you, you'll never be 
sorry for the chance you’ve given me.” 

It took two months before Jerry com- 
pleted negotiations with his Detroit friend. 
Meanwhile, the three of us took several 
trips to Detroit to look things over, get 
acquainted with the setup. Jerry took a 
Jot of time with me, orienting me on the 
business techniques and the _ publicity 
measures he had used in building up his 
studio. He introduced me to representa- 
tives of several supply houses which had 
branches in Detroit. 

It was Marie who talked with me frankly 
about the personal change I must make in 
order to live up to my new position as head 
of a business firm. Heretofore, I had con- 
sidered it adequate to dress neatly. Marie 
taught me that I must be smart, chic, up- 
to-the-minute. 

“People are funny, Sara,” she pointed 
out. “They judge success by outward ap- 
pearances and they love to patronize suc- 
cessful people. You have got to have the 
new, glamor look, the appearance of the 
well-tailored woman executive. You’ve got 
to be groomed.” 

Groomed I became. Marie took me to 
her hair stylist, her beauty parlor, put me 
through an amazingly rapid course on what 
clotlies to wear, where and when to buy 
them. 

When I stepped off the train in Detroit, 
two months later, no one would have known 
the unsophisticated girl who had once had 
no dreams. I was Sara Daly, formerly as- 
sistant to Jerry Lee of the Jerry Lee 
Studios and now general manager of the 
Sara Daly Studios, formerly the Ralph 
Harper Studios. I was out to make good 
and I knew I wouldn’t fail. I had confi- 
dence, ambition and thanks, to Marie, that 
fifteen-thousand-a-year look. 

To say I took Detroit by storm was put- 
ting it mildly. Knowing no one in town, I 
had no inhibitions about who not to make 
friends with. So I made friends with every- 
one. The first thing I did was to call a 
meeting of the small staff which Mr. Har- 
per had left. They were divided between 
resentment at a woman—and a young 
woman—taking over and fear for their 
jobs or the prestige they’d held in them. 
I unloosed all my charm on them. I as- 
sured everyone that no one was going to 
be fired. 

I pretended to be much more helpless 
than I felt. I told them that I needed their 
help and support. I said they would share 
in any increased the studio. 
They were mine then. from the office sec- 
retary and receptionist, a coolly pretty girl, 
Jeannie Mae Bristow, right up to my as- 
sistant, the darkroom technician, Teddy 
King. 


success of 


Next, I made arrangements for a press 
party for all the local columnists, 
ens’ editors and radio and teevee people. 
My humility about my new position and 
the generous way I credited Jerry Lee with 
teaching me all I had learned, plus the fact 
~ I was an orphan—stirred their inter- 

Several encouraging items appeared 


wom- 





in the press and one of the leading week- 
lies ran a feature story about me. Most 
important of all, I had earned influential 
friendships with these key people. 

Heading the studio made it imperative 
for me to get into the social swim. I found 
my new life completely different, utterly 
exciting. I received invitations to top- 
drawer affairs, became a cocktail party 
favorite and made more deals for coverage 
of society assignments at this type of func- 
tion than I could have done any other way. 

When I was named, a year after becom- 
ing a Detroiter, to run the Urban League 
fund campaign, it was obviotis that I had 
arrived. 

The Sara Daly Studios were not only 
holding all the conservative solid old ac- 
counts which Ralph Harper had serviced. 
We were getting the well-paying glamor 
business which white studios had monop- 
olized. To cinch things, I made a deal with 
a national news magazine which called for 
my studio to supply pictures of all im- 
portant news and society events. I wasn’t 
interested in the money this brought in, but 
rather the prestige of the tie-in which 
influenced many a publicity hungry so- 
cialite, church and civic leader to throw 
all business my way. 

The day before my first year was up, I 
signed contracts with five elementary and 
high schools to handle all photography on 
their graduation books. 

Jerry and Marie came to town for the 
weekend so that we could have a party 
and celebrate the thriving success of the 
studio. I had moved out of my suite in 
the Gotham Hotel, taken a spacious apart- 
ment in the best section of town and had it 
done tastefully. 

I prepared a delicious dinner for the 
Lees. 

“Well, 


down to eat, 


Sara.” Jerry told me as we sat 
“You’ve more than proven 
our faith in you. You’ve come through like 
a champion. From all indications, you’re 
well on the road to making yourself some 
real money.” 

Happily, I reached in my pocket and 
handed Jerry a tiny, folded check. It was 
the first installment on repayment to him 
for the money he’d invested in the busi- 
ness. The way I had it figured, in five 
years, I could pay him off altogether. 

Vivaciously, I outlined to Jerry and 
Marie a new project I had in mind. I 
wanted to start the Sara Daly Modelling 
Agency, a subsidiary of the studio. Mod- 
elling for Negroes had assumed a tremen- 
dous potential in advertising and other 
markets. Any number of representatives 
of ad agencies were on the lookout for 
clean-looking, fresh girls and handsome 
men who could be used in mail order 
catalogs, magazine and newspaper ad- 
vertising and many other media in order 
to bring products closer to the fabulous 
Negro market. 

In addition to the fact that this would 
bring increased revenue to the studio, it 
was the most wonderful way of publicizing 
the studio. 

Jerry thought it a wonderful idea. 
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VV TH SO MUCH studio business re- 
quiring my attention, I needed some 

one reliable to depend on to follow through 
on the modelling scheme. I advertised for 
a suitable person but no likely applicants 
came along. Then I thought of Jeannie 

Mae Bristow, the receptionist. Seemingly 

she was an ambitious girl. Certainly she 

had the poise to handle the job provided I 

gave her specific instructions and super- 

vised carefully. 

Truthfully, ’'d never liked Jeannie Mae 
and I think she had an instinctive dislike 
for me. It was one of those antagonisms 
which spring up quietly between people 
and for which there never seems to be any 
identifiable reason. But liking had nothing 
to do with business. I called Jeannie in, 
explained my idea to her and offered her a 
better job with a bigger salary. I could 
replace her as a receptionist quite easily. 

Jeannie was thrilled and readily agreed 
to take over as assistant to the general 
manager of the Sara Daly Modelling 
Agency. We ran ads in the local press, 
bought radio time to invite professional, 
semi-professional and potential models to 
register with us. We rated them accord- 
ing to appearance, experience and classi- 
fication. We charged a registry fee rea- 
sonable enough to cover the clerical work 
and cost of a folio of interesting pictures 
and portraits for display to potential 
clients. The response, both from models 
and would-be-clients, was terrific. 

I was very much satisfied with Jeannie’s 
handling of the job. The very thing that 
irritated me about her, however, was the 
thing which seemed to make her success- 
ful in what she was doing. Jeannie had 
been quiet, unassertive in her receptionist 
job. Now, she displayed a forward-going 
personality and drive which was exactly 
what she needed to get her duties put over. 
But something warned me: “You're going 
to have trouble with that girl one of these 
days.” 

Trouble was the farthest thing from my 
mind actually. I was twenty-five years old. 
I had social standing, a business which 
promised at any minute to transfer from 
the bracket of successful to sensationally 
profitable. I was no longer worried by the 
aching loneliness which had assailed me 
five years ago; the worry over not having 
found romance. And simply because I 
wasn’t worried about it, I suppose, ro- 
mance came bounding into my life with a 
suddenness that all but took my breath 
away. 

It came in the person of Alvin Holly— 
Dr. Alvin Holly, that was. 

Alvin didn’t come into the studio by 
accident. One Sunday afternoon at a cock- 
tail party at the home of Audrey Phil- 
lips, I was telling Audrey about a new 
contact ['d made. At a citywide fund- 
raising luncheon for the Heart Fund, I’d 
happened to draw a seat next to the local 
representative of a large agency which 
handled a major cigarette: 
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When my neighbor learned my line of 
business, he became quite interested and 
told me confidentially that the cigarette 
company wanted to run an ad campaign in 
the Negro press. They were toying with 
the idea of using a Negro doctor as having 
endorsed the healthful qualities of their 
product. I assured the ad man that Sara 
Daly Modelling Agency could provide 
them with any subject desired. 

“Audrey, I want to give them a type 
which will open their eyes,” I said. “I 
could use any number of distinguished- 
looking medical gentlemen in town, but I 
have in mind a good-looking, youthful doc- 
tor who will appeal to all people in all 
age brackets. Trouble is, I don’t know 
anyone like that.” 

Audrey’s eyes sparkled. 

“IT do,” she said. “Alvin Holly’s just 
hung out his shingle. You know Mrs. Hol- 
ly, the beautician on Orchestra Place. Her 
son. He’s illegally handsome. But doesn’t 
look green. Has an air of confidence. He’s 
just what you need for your campaign.” 
She added slyly: “Maybe he’s just what 
you need, darling.” 

I was embarrassed by Audry’s broad 
hint that perhaps I could use a little love 
interest, embarrassed because it was true. 
I thanked her and asked if she would ar- 
range for Dr. Holly to come in. He came 
in the following day. 

I was passing through the outer office 
hurriedly, on my way to keep an appoint- 
ment, when I paused to notice the tall, 
beautifully-built young man who was being 
interviewed by Jeannie in her office. His 
skin was the prettiest deep Indian brown 
I’d ever seen. His crisp hair, black as jet, 
topped a high forehead. He was confident 
and assured. His voice was low and pleas- 
ing. 

“T want you to understand, Miss Bristow, 
that.I am really not interested in modelling 
often,” he was saying. “I came in simply 
because I promised Mrs. Phillips. I un- 
derstand she’s a friend of your boss.” 

“T understand perfectly, Dr. Holly,” 
Jeannie was saying sweetly. “I’m sure 
Miss Daly will be quite grateful. Now, if 
you'll have a seat for a minute, I'll get 
the forms I’d like you to fill out.” 

Jeannie was being extra sweet. I could 
tell, without being able to see her face, 
that she was uncommonly excited by the 
presence of this beautiful man. She came 
sailing out of her office and all but bumped 
into me. There was a peculiar look on her 
face, almost of disappointment when she 
saw me standing there. 

“Oh, Miss Daly,” she said breathlessly, 
“T thought you’d left.” 

“No, dear,” I told her. “I haven’t and 
I don’t think I will. That’s Dr. Holly in 
there isn’t it? Tell you what, Jeannie, I 
think I’ll handle his interview personally. 
Tell Grace to call and postpone my ap- 
pointment downtown and bring Dr. Holly 
into my office, won’t you?” 

Jeannie was completely flabbergasted. 
I had made it a policy never to handle 
interviews. 





“But, Miss Daly,” she protested. “I...” 
“But what?” I demanded sharply. It 
was the first time I had ever used that tone 
with anyone in the office. Jeannie looked 
crushed. 
“Oh, all right,” she said. “I'll bring him 
in.” 

I went back into my private office, quick. 
ly got out of my hat and coat, stole a quick 
glance in my mirror and sat at my desk, 
waiting. 

A minute later Dr. Holly was standing in 
front of me. 

“This is an unexpected pleasure, Miss 
Daly,” he was telling me. “I’ve heard so 
much about you.” 

God, but this man was handsome. He 
looked every bit a matinee idol rather than 
a doctor. 

I rose and offered my hand. 

“Happy to meet you, Dr. Holly,” I said, 
“T think it’s very generous of you to be 
willing to cooperate. Won’t you have a 
seat?” 

He sat. He gave me a flashing smile 
which made my heart feel like it was on 
a roller coaster. 

“Oh, I’m not completely charitable,” he 
confessed. “I underst:} you pay simply 
unbelievable fees. Tia 2 young doctor, not 
rich enough yet to ignoze that considera- 
tion. Also, it would be quite a break pub. 
lic-relations-wise to make the back cover of 
Ebony and the other publications. You 
know, we doctors aren’t allowed to use the 
orthodox methods of advertising.” 

What was supposed to be an interview 
developed into a social visit. I am certain 
that the length of time I spent with Alvin 
Holly caused some whispering in the out- 
side offices. I knew that it would be un- 
nerving for Jeannie. I couldn’t forget the 
way she’d tried to cover up the poisonous 
look she’d shot in my direction when she 
was forced to bring Dr. Holly in to me. 
Obviously, Jeannie had great big eyes for 
this man. Well, so did I. 

While I didn’t know too much about 
man-catching, I did know about business 
methods. When you wanted someone for 
business reasons, you got in there first and 
started working so hard that the compe- 
tition didn’t even have a look-in. That's 
exactly what I planned to do. It was with 
great relief that I found out, during the 
interview, that Alvin was blessedly single, 
although from Audrey’s hint, I had sur- 
mised this. 

Under normal circumstances, portraits 
of the models were handled by a crack 
young photographer, Donald Stewart, who 
had been with the studio before I took 
over. On the application I noted that I 
would do the pictures myself. I wasn't 
taking a chance on losing a minute of time 
with Alvin. Jeannie’s eyebrows went up 
superciliously when she saw this notation 
and observed that the appointment had 
been made for seven the next evening. She 

couldn’t help commenting. 

“This Dr. Holly is something of a spe 
cial case, isn’t he, Miss Daly?” she asked. 
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“J see you’re going to do the pictures your- 
self.” 

I decided she had gone a little too far. 

“You don’t have any real objection, do 
you Jeannie,” I cooed nastily. 

She was covered with nervousness. 

“Oh, no, of course not, Miss Daly,” she 
said, backing out of my office. 

Getting ready to leave for home, I smiled 
triumphantly. I had really put Jeannie in 
her place. But I was more triumphant be- 
cause I remembered that there had been 
significant undertones in my conversation 
with Alvin. We had talked business and 
chatted pleasantly. But each one of us 
knew that we had found something tre- 
mendously interesting about the other. At 
last I had found an intelligent, attractive 
man who seemed interested in me. If I 
didn’t get him, it wouldn’t be my fault. 

Thad told Alvin to bring several changes 
of clothing for the photography appoint- 
ment; evening clothes, business suit and 
beach costume. There was no earthly rea- 
son why a young doctor getting ready to 
pose for a conservative type portrait be- 
hind his desk, should be so equipped. But 
I wasn’t missing any bets. I wanted the 
photography session to last as long as 
possible. 

I didn’t go in to the office the next day 
until late afternoon. I’d spent the major 
part of the day, shopping around for a 
new suit and filling an emergency appoint- 
ment with my beautician. I looked like 
something out of one of the magazine ads 
when I stepped into the office. I tried to 
pretend not to notice the buzz of interest 
which my exceptionally careful appear- 
ance created. I checked the bar in my 
private office. There was plenty of scotch. 

I couldn’t get my mind on the details of 
the stack of letters and other matters to be 
taken care of which Grace and Jeannie 
had carefully placed on my desk. I won- 
dered what I would do between closing 
time—five and seven—the hour of Alvin’s 
appointment. 

That was solved for me at 4 

“Dr. Alvin Jones on Number 3,” Grace’s 
voice told me through the inter-com. It was 
four-thirty then. 

“Hello, Miss Daly,” Alvin said. “I was 
just thinking that, since our appointment 
is at seven, there won’t be time for me to 
get home for dinner after I close my office. 
Maybe it’s the same with you and, if I’m 
not presuming too much, I wonder why we 
couldn’t have dinner together. Maybe 
somewhere in your neighborhood. I could 
pick you up at five-thirty.” 

“That sounds like a very pretty idea,” I 
told him gaily. “Why don’t you do that, 
Doctor.” 

There was a slight pause. Then Alvin 
continued. 

“They say you shouldn’t push your luck 
too far.” he explained. “And maybe I 
should just be satisfied with my luck at 
getting a dinner date. Only I’m worried.” 

“Why?” I asked anxiously. 

“Tm worried about all this formality. 
Life’s too short for people to be going 
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through all this “Dr.” and “Miss Daly” 
routine. I’ve a perfectly good, American 
first name and so have you. Couldn’t we 
use them?” 

I was delighted. It looked like I 
wouldn’t have to be the one to rush things. 

“Or course, Alvin,” I told him. “Id 
love to have you call me Sara.” 

“This must be my day,” he told me hap- 
pily. “See you at five-thirty, Sara.” 

Having dinner together was just what 
we needed to do away with any stiffness. 
\lvin was very entertaining and charming. 
His manner toward me became more and 
more personal and, by the time we got 
back to the studio to do the pictures, we 
sounded and looked like friends of at least 
a year. 

The picture session went off well. Being 
particularly interested in my subject, I did 
my best work. I was working under a 
handicap, however, because Alvin watched 
my every move with hawk-eyes. There was 
an electric feeling in the air between us. 
It was bound to develop into something 
exciting. It did. 

Alvin had been photographed behind 
the desk, a cigarette held lightly. He’d 
been photographed in his evening clothes, 
looking at least like a young duke. I was 
the final pictures in his beach 
clothes. We paused for a break and— 
incidentally—a rather potent Scotch and 
soda. We were sitting together on a divan 
on which I usually posed girls with legs 
for cheesecake. 

In the middle of a sentence, Alvin care- 
fully put his drink down, took mine from 
me and held me by the shoulders, forcing 
me to look straight into his eyes as he was 
looking into mine. 

“Like I said before.” he began breath- 
lessly. “Life is real short. I want to kiss 
you, Sara. Do you want to let me?” 

The small cry that escaped my lips was 
enough. We were wrapped in each other’s 
arms. Alvin was kissing me, at first ten- 
lerly, then demandingly, passionately. All 
the love I'd ever wanted to give all my life, 
all the starvation for love, all the frustra- 
tion I'd ever known went into the wild 
response my lips gave to his. 

Every nerve in my body seemed tingling, 
set in motion by his nearness, his manly 
strength, his searching desire. His long 
cool fingers caressed me, ran through my 
hair, stroked the back of my neck, my ears. 
His lips were on my neck, my throat, my 
( heeks. 

“T want you, Sara,” he breathed hoarse- 
ly. 

“T want you, Alvin,” I told him. 
We never finished the pictures that 
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| OVE CAN DO strange things to a wom- 

“ an. Changing her attitude inside, it 
can change her appearance outwardly. I 
felt fresh and younger and glowing all over 
the next day. I must have looked the way 
I felt and looking that way, must have 
given away the whole story. I was overly 
sweet and gracious to everyone at the office 


Oo 
iO 


because for me life had taken on its full 
meaning. 

I had a man, my very own. Jeannie Mae 
Bristow was more aware of the change than 
anyone else. I could almost feel her burst- 
ing with hateful envy. I got the impres- 
sion that, if she had the nerve, she would 
have accused me of seducing Dr. Holly 
and walked out of the office. But she didn’t 
have the nerve. I was kindly contemp- 
tuous of Jeannie. Who did she think she 
was to try to compete with me? 

Anyone at the office who didn’t realize 
what had happened learned soon enough. 
For Alvin, the soul of devotion, phoned 
me daily, often called to take me home. 
We spent long hours together, partying, 
dancing. We took long, refreshing drives 
in the country on evenings and weekends. 
We shared the ecstasies which we had 
found we could offer each other. 

Two months after we met, we announced 
our engagement. 

The town was agog with news of the new 
romance. Audrey Phillips, who felt she 
had played Cupid, was thrilled. The news- 
papers had a holiday writing about the 
ideal romance between a young doctor and 
a young business woman. We were to be 
married at the end of the year. It would 
be one of the biggest social events of the 
season. 

The only one who wasn’t happy was 
Jeannie Ma® Bristow. The girl became in- 
sufferable. She had a sneering, openly in- 
solent attitude. I don’t think she cared 
whether I fired her or not. I had no in- 
tentions of firing her. After all, I had the 
upper hand. I had Alvin and there was 
nothing she could do about it. My calm 
ignoring of her served to infuriate her 
even more. I had an enemy, but I wasn’t 
paying that too much attention. 

The wedding was all that it had _pro- 
mised to be. It attracted Detroit’s four 
hundred. It rated top space in newspapers 
the country over. Alvin and I went to 
New York for our honeymoon. We were 
almost crazy blind in love. When we got 
back to Detroit, Alvin surprised me with 
the gift of a beautiful co-op apartment he 
had purchased in a building which fea- 
tured only the best names in Detroit so- 
ciety. 

The silky cloud we were living on was 
wonderful. But soon I began to think 
about the studio again. I was merely 
running it now, instead of continuing my 
terrific promotional campaign which I had 
started when I first took over. That would 
never do. I didn’t want just a successful 
studio. I wanted to make money—plenty 
of money. I wanted Alvin to become the 
biggest doctor in town. Working together, 
we could accomplish our purpose, I was 
certain. 

I began to think of ways I could throw 
myself back into the business with a lot 
of heart and soul and still maintain the 
happiness of our home. Alvin had always 
raved about my cooking. But this was one 
of the household duties which took up so 
much of my time. I decided there was a 








happy solution, I would hire a girl who 
could cook and clean. It shouldn’t affect 
things too much. I could teach her to pre. 
pare food the way I knew Alvin like it. 

Alvin wasn’t too much for the idea. 

“Honey, no one can cook like you,” he 
insisted. 

“You wait and see,” I promised. 

As far as I could tell, the experiment 
worked out well. Alvin had no complaints 
about his meals. I noticed though that he 
didn’t rave as he once had about how tasty 
they were. I was sure he was satisfied, 
however. 

There was another change I had to in. 
sist on—that was Alvin’s social instincts, 
He had come from “across the tracks” ip 
Detroit. His mother, a hard-working beau- 
tician, had managed all her life to earn 
enough money to give him the necessities, 
to keep their home running and to put him 
through his medical training. The only 
person Alvin had known in Detroit's pre- 
cious society circles was Audrey Phillips, 

Alvin had a scathing contempt for the 
“society” folk of Detroit. He called them 
parasites, showoffs. 

“But, darling.” I argued. “You have to 
learn how to use those parasites and show- 
offs as I use them. Maybe they’re not im- 
portant of themselves. But once a profes. 
sional person is accepted by them, then 
more and more of the so-called ordinary 
people want that person’s services.” 

I had a constant battle to get Alvin te 
accept invitations with me. I wanted to 
get my crowd to know him. His good looks 
and warm manner would get him “in” as 
one of the charmed circle of big-shot doe- 
tors. 

“But I don’t want to be a big-shot doe- 
tor.” he pleaded. “I don’t fancy hand- 
holding with those bridge-playing dames 
who are frustrated and don’t need a doc- 
tor as much they want some man to mis- 
behave with behind their big-shot hus- 
bands’ backs.” 

“You’ve been reading too many books. 
darling.” I told him teasingly. 

Soon I had to give up. Alvin just 
wouldn’t give in gracefully. When I was 
able to persuade him to go to cocktail par- 
ties and dances. he seemed to be miserable. 
I shrugged my shoulders and carried on 
with my social life. It meant spending 
much time away from home without him. 
But I felt it was necessary to my business 
and I was certain he understood. Any- 
way. I told myself, the best way for two 
people to get tired of each other is to be 
mooning over each other and romancing 
constantly. It was better for us to have our 
separate interests and still find thrills in 
each other whenever we could. 

There was one incident which precipi 
tated our first quarrel and which should 
have given me the necessary warning about 
how unwise I was acting. I had made a 
date with Alvin for dinner at a seashore 
restaurant. He loved seafood and, besides. 
he had told me pointedly, it was getting 
so we were eating less and less together. 
Maybe having a meal out now and then 
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would help us recapture some of the ex- 
citement we’d had on that first date. I 
thought it a sweet idea and readily agreed. 

About a half-hour before Alvin was to 
pick me up, I looked over my calendar 
casually and gasped to realize that I had 
made an appointment for dinner with one 
of the editors of the magazine we did work 
for. He was in town only for the day. 
Maybe Alvin wouldn’t mind so much if the 
two of us picked the editor up and took 
him along. I had Grace phone him at 
his office. 

“Dr. Holly isn’t in,” she reported. 

I decided to wait for him and explain 
when he got there. But at five fifteen, Al- 
yin hadn’t arrived yet. I was frantic. It 
was imperative that I meet my editor. 
Jeannie Mae was working late that night 
on a special modelling project. I asked 
her to tell Alvin to meet me at the Gotham 
and to explain about the appointment I’d 
forgotten. 

I got to the hotel on time. Mr. Branham 
and I waited until six but Alvin didn’t 
show up. I phoned the studio. Everyone 
had left. I was a trifle disturbed but de- 
cided not to worry about it. Mr. Branham 
and I had dinner at the hotel and dis- 
cussed our business. I drove home about 
eight o'clock. 

The house was empty—seemed emptier 
than ever. 

I'd listen to some radio music, read for 
awhile and wait for Alvin, I decided. 

He came in about ten o’clock, sullen and 
hurt. 

“What happened to you, 
asked, kissing him. 

He jerked away from me. 

“You mean what happened to you?” he 
said savagely. 

“Didn’t Jeannie Mae give you my mes- 
sage?” I demanded. 

“Yes. I was supposed to come trailing 
over to the Gotham hotel where Miss Amer- 
ican Industry of 1954 was working over- 
time again,” he sneered. “What do you 
think I am, some little lap dog, following 
your footsteps? I planned for us to have 
an evening all our own tonight. But as 
usual, you had big business to transact. 
When are you going to start thinking like 
a woman instead of a twenty-four hour a 
day efficiency expert?” 

My resentment of his sneering made me 
unreasonable. 

“If you had a little more business in 
your mind instead of so much mushy sen- 
timent all the time, Alvin, maybe you'd 
be a successful doctor,” I said nastily. “I 
think I can say I’m successful.” 

“Oh, now you’re throwing it up in my 
face that you make more money than I do,” 
he shouted. “Well, if uncle-tomming to a 
buch of phonies is the only way to make 
money, I’l] never make it.” 

That was when I spoke the words I 
shall always regret. 

“I love money, Alvin,” 
love it because it’s power. I never had 
anything when I was coming up. Now I’ve 
got my chance and noth'ng and no one— 


darling?” I 


I screamed. “I 





not even you—is going to stop me. No 
child of mine will ever go through what I 
went through.” 

Alvin looked at me disdainfully. 

“Child,” he snorted. “That’s the first 
time I’ve ever heard you mention a child. 
I don’t believe you could have a child. 
You’re not a woman. You're a_hard- 
hearted, grubbing money machine.” 

He flung himself upstairs to bed. 

We made up of course, the next day. 
But an even more serious development 
came about. Tenderly, Alvin asked me; 
“Sara, I’m sorry about the things I said 
last night. We talked about children. Let’s 
have a child. Maybe that will bring us 
closer again.” 

I was horrified. I tried to hide 

“Darling, couldn’t we wait a few years? 
I don’t dare get tied down right now. This 
is the time when I can make the studio 
even bigger and better. If we wait until 
it’s really big. we'll have that much more 
to give a child.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. I never real- 
ized then how much my refusal and the 
reason for it had hurt him. 

Alvin never mentioned the subject of 
a baby again. 


I HAD FLUNG myself into a determined 

campaign to put the studio more firmly 
on the map. Perhaps it was my increased 
activity and complete absorption with my 
work which made me ignore a very signif- 
icant thing. Jeannie Mae no longer acted 
hateful toward me. Her attitude now was 
very strange. It seemed almost mixed with 
amusement and an air of superiority. I 
wondered about it briefly several times, 
but dismissed it as unimportant. The poor 
girl was probably a little queer. I couldn’t 
waste time thinking about her. 

I had something else to think about. The 
Elks organization had just elected a new 
Grand Exalted Ruler who had just ap- 
pointed a new Grand Daughter Ruler. 
Some of my friends on the inside, knowing 
I was a member of the Detroit temple, 
wanted me to meet the new boss of the 
Elk women. There was a chance that I 
might get to be a member of her cabinet. 
If that happened, I could count on getting 
nationwide publicity and might even cor- 
ner a great deal of business right out of 
the organization. I began to visualize Sara 
Daly studios in other cities. The Elk con- 
vention was to be held in Philadelphia. I 
must go, my friends said. It would be the 
smart thing to do. 

It didn’t even occur to me that attending 
the convention would take me out of town 
on the date of our third anniversary. 

When I told Alvin about it, he shrugged 
his shoulders. It was a habit and attitude 
he’d adopted about everything these days. 

“T suppose you just have to go,” he 
said. 

I went to the convention and made in- 
valuable contacts. It was thrilling to watch 
this great fraternal organization in opera- 
tion. The Grand Daughter Ruler was most 


charming to me. She invited me to come 
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to spend a few days at her home some 
time. 

I got home close to midnight on a Sun- 
day. The house seemed so deserted, as 
though it hadn’t been lived in since I’d 
left. It hadn’t. I found a note from Mar- 
tha, the maid. She said she hadn’t been 
doing any cooking because the doctor had 
told her he wouldn’t be home. I was great- 
ly perplexed. Had Alvin gone out of town 
too? 

Upstairs in my room, I began undress- 
ing for bed. Alvin would probably be in 
soon. I had been neglecting him shame- 
fully, I thought with a quick feeling of 
pity. I must try to do better. Going over 
to my dressing table, I stopped dead in 
front of the mirror. There was an envelope 
stuck in the corner of the mirror. It had 
my name on it in Alvin’s writing. It was 
my sense of guilt which made me almost 
afraid to touch it. 

“Dearest Sara,” the note read. “I have 
left for good. You and I were never meant 
for each other. You want life’s material 
things. So do I. But I want love and affec- 
tion and devotion too. Funny, it’s usually 
the husband who forgets anniversaries. 
Spending our anniversary without even a 
phone call from you was the last straw. 
And, of course, I couldn’t reach you as they 
said you were in an important business 
conference. 

“T hope you'll forgive me for having 
reached out in desperation to find some- 
one who thinks the things I like are im- 








portant. Jeannie Mae Bristow and I are 
in love with each other. The night yoy 
stood me up on our dinner date, I was just 
mad clean through. I had tickets for g 
show. I took Jeannie to dinner and to 
the show. We’ve been seeing each other 
since then. She understands my problem 
because she knows you so well. 

“T suggest that you make arrangements 
for divorce. I will not contest it.” 

So that was the answer to Jeannie Mae 
and her smug attitude. Hatred for her 
spouted up inside of me. But it died quick. 
ly. She hadn’t taken Alvin from me, | 
had given him away, wantonly, ignorantly, 
I had been absolutely insensitive to his 
needs as a man and a husband and 4 
would-be father. 

It’s wonderful, this American fad of be. 
ing a career woman. It’s just fine that we 
women can forge to the top in the ranks 
of business and politics and any field we 
crave. But it’s heartbreaking too that along 
the way some of us, like me, lose sight of 
every other worthwhile thing. It takes 
brains and nerve to be successful in busi- 
ness. But it takes heart and mind and soul 
to be successful in the greatest career God 
ever devised—the career of building hap. 
piness for yourself and the one you love, 

Maybe you'll see Sara Daly studios in 
your cities all over the country. When 
you do, think of a woman who achieved 
everything in life but the most important 


thing—the ability to love. THE END 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 12) 


to a pact, and Sammy was on his way. 

Sammy’s initial release for Capitol was 
a coupling of The Way You Look Tonight 
and / Don’t Care Who Knows. His biggest 
seller on the label: a humorous, witty take- 
off on Inka Dinka Doo, in which he carbon- 
copies the vocal mannerisms of famed show 
business personalities like Jimmy Durante 
and Lionel Barrymore. The disc had a 
brisk sale but most of the Davis sides fared 
only fair in record marts. 

Sammy recorded for Capitol up to a 
couple of years ago when he asked out of 
his contract because of the low sales rate 
of his recordings. He charged the low rate 
to poor material mostly. 

When and if Sammy returns to records 
again, he swears, it will be only with the 
kind of material which is unquestionably 
strong enough to have great appeal to the 
public. 


RECORD OF THE MONTH: MGM’s 
Lost in Loveliness/Don’t Get Around Much 
Anymore with Billy Eckstine pitching his 
baritones lushly and smartly on a newie 
and an oldie. A-side is the pretty hit tune 
from the Broadway musical success, The 
Girl in Pink Tights, and Mr. B. makes the 
most of it. Singing on the side like the 
soulful Eckstine of yesteryears, he might 
have here his first big seller in several sea- 
sons. He could score heavily with the 


reverse side too. In a sparkling revival of 
the Duke Ellington wartime classic, Billy 
comes up with one of the best renditions of 
the tune ever recorded. It rounds out a 
coupling Eckstine fans are sure to wel- 
come. 

GOOD: Decca’s You Didn’t Want Me 
When You Had Me/I Had to Call You Up 
to Say I’m Sorry, two vocal offerings by 
the peerless Mills Brothers who were never 
better. Topside is a new rhythmic tune, 
has the sort of groovy lilt which the group 
swings on so well. The flip, an old stand- 
ard, is neat ballad stuff, done this round 
in effortless, effective fashion. On the re 
lease, the Millses get befitting aid from a 
studio band under the direction of Sy 
Oliver who also did the arrangements for 
the two sides. 

RECOMMENDED: Clef’s I’m Confes- 
sin’ That I Love You/I Can’t Give You 
Anything But Love, exhibiting the quaint 
tenor sax technique of Lester (Prez) 
Young set against piano and guitar sup 
port. Oscar Peterson is the pianist, the 
guitarist is unidentified on the label. They 
frame Lester inspiringly and he responds 
with two unusually sharp performances. 
He blows Confessin’ at a relaxed gait, ups 
the tempo a trifle on the overleaf. What 
comes off makes for good listening and 
some solid collector fare. 

ACCEPTABLE: Clef’s Johnny Blues 
(Parts I & II), showcasing the Johnny 
Hodges combo on a riffing two-sided opus 
that was geared especially for the juke 
box market. 
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Health 
(Continued from Page 47) 


The heart diseases that occur in the 
earliest part of life are the congenital heart 
diseases. Considering the complicated 
structure of the heart, it is little wonder 
that its development in the fetus during life 
in the womb oftentimes goes astray. Most 
of these babies with misformed hearts live 
only a few hours after birth. Occasionally, 
however, they do manage to survive. Those 
that do are usually the so-called “blue- 
babies.” 

They have this characteristic because 
their defective hearts do not permit the 
proper circulation of blood through the 
lungs and therefore the blood is always de- 
ficient in oxygen thus accounting for the 
blueness. Either the pulmonary artery is 
closed or a part of the aorta is constricted. 
Sometimes the left side of the heart is not 
completely separated from the right side 
and the blood makes a short cut from one 
side to the other without having first to 
go through the lungs. In recent years, suc- 
cessful surgical operations for the cure of 
certain of these blue babies have been de- 
vised. Perhaps you have read about them 
in the newspapers. 

Just as the valve in a tire or in a water 
faucet can leak, so also the valves in the 
heart can leak. Not only can the heart 
valves leak but the movable parts can be- 
come fixed in a partly closed position so 
that in addition there is an obstruction to 
the flow of blood. The disease which pro- 
duces these changes is called “endocardi- 
tis.” Leaking of the heart valves is called 
“regurgitation” and obstruction is called 
“stenosis” of the heart valves. 

There are several different forms of en- 
docarditis. Probably the commonest is 
theumatic endocarditis. This is a tragic 
disease, not only because it affects children 
and young adults, causing a lifetime in- 
validism, but also because we do not know 
what causes it and can do little or noth- 
ing to prevent it. It begins as rheumatic 
fever, characterized by fever and pain in 
the muscles and joints usually subsequent 
toa sore throat or a cold. 

The disease itself may be mild and not 
at all commensurate with its subsequent 
effects. Involvement of the heart valves 
May appear very slowly and is sometimes 
only discovered accidentally in a routine 
examination or in search for a cause of 
shortness of breath. Sudden death in a 
young person following unusual exertion 
is most often caused by an unrecognized 
theumatic endocarditis. In addition to 
leakage of the valves, rheumatism is the 
most frequent cause of stenosis. In very 
severe cases, the surgeon will operate and 
loosen up the frozen valves. 

Rheumatic heart disease need not be 
fatal. The condition usually becomes stab- 
ilized. A good doctor can evaluate the de- 
gree of injury and advise the patient on 
4 safe routine of life which includes in- 


struction as to the amount of physical ex- 
ertion that can be safely undertaken. 

Another form of endocarditis, formerly 
fatal in every instance, has now been con- 
quered by the new antibiotic drugs such 
as penicillin. It is called subacute bacteri- 
al endocarditis. A form of streptococcus 
grows on the heart valves producing large 
clumps of dead tissue on them. Not only 
do these clumps interfere with the action 
of the valves but particles of the growth 
containing the vicious bacteria break off 
into the blood stream to seed all parts of 
the body with streptococci and cause death. 

Another form of endocarditis, that due 
to syphilis, is also rapidly becoming a rari- 
ty simply because we now have excellent 
methods of detecting syphilis and curing it 
before it can attack the heart. Syphilis at- 
tacks neither the heart muscle nor the 
heart valves directly but it does affect the 
large aorta blood vessel attached to the 
heart causing it to stretch and enlarge. 

Since one set of the heart valves is lo- 
cated within the heart just at the begin- 
ning of the aorta, this stretching causes the 
component parts of the valve to be pulled 
away from each other thus preventing them 
from operating effectively. It is a very 
serious disease and most usually termi- 
nates in death. 

The commonest types of all heart dis- 
eases are those of the heart muscle be- 
cause, no matter what else is wrong with 
the heart, it finally winds up by crippling 
the heart muscle so that it no longer can 
carry on the circulation. If a person dies 
of any heart disease it is usually because 
the heart muscle is affected in the final 
stages. 

Everyone is born with much more heart 
muscle than is needed for everyday living. 
Doctors call this extra muscle the heart 
reserve. As we get older and as the result 
of stresses and strains of life. including 
improper and intemperate living and ordi- 
nary illnesses, this heart is les- 
sened. When a person has a leakage of the 
heart or a stenosis the heart has to call 
upon its reserve and work harder than nor- 
mal to keep enough blood flowing in the 
right direction and make up for that which 
flows back in the wrong direction. 

Or, if one has a high blood pressure, the 
heart has to buck this pressure and work 
harder against it. Like any muscle which 
works harder, it grows in size and the pa- 
tient is said to have an enlarged heart, or 
more technically, a hypertrophied heart. 
If the burden increases, the heart will at 
last use up all its reserve and become in- 
capable of enlarging further. 

Now it can no longer maintain an ade- 
quate circulation and the patient suffers 
from heart failure. Since the heart can no 
longer grow larger and stronger, it begins 
to stretch under the load and the condition 
known as heart dilatation sets in, which, if 
progressive, is a fatal condition. 

The efficiency of the heart muscle de- 


reserve 


pends on a healthy state of its coronary 
blood vessels. Unfortunately, these vessels 
are subject to diseases which either narrow 


them or completely close them up. The 
result of slowing up the blood to the heart 
is to slowly kill the muscle and replace it 
with scars. This results in lowering the 
heart reserve and increasing the likelihood 
of heart dilatation under stress. 

If the blood supply is cut off altogether 
by a blood clot forming in the blood ves- 
sels, the heart muscle dies quickly, result- 
ing in what is known as a myocardial in- 
farct, a very serious condition indeed. if 
the amount of muscle affected is small, the 
patient may live, but if it is large, death 
occurs promptly and suddenly. This is 
most often a disease of advanced age and, 
peculiarly enough, of men although a few 
women are affected. 

All parts of the heart do not beat at 
the same time. The contraction of the mus- 
cle begins in one part and smoothly pro- 
ceeds to another part in such a manner as 
to keep the blood flowing evenly. This co- 
ordination of the various parts of the heart 
is accomplished by nerves within the heart. 
Sometimes these nerves become diseased 
and thrown out of commission. 

Then the even rhythm of the heart is lost. 
One part of the heart may beat twice as 
fast as another part, or each part may beat 
independently with a rhythm of its own. 
This disarrangement is often temporary 
and insignificant but it may be perma- 
nent and inconsistent with life. 

Thus we see that there may be many 
kinds of heart disease some of which we 
have just described. Each has its own 
characteristics with its own potentialities 
for life or death. There are doctors who 
have mastered the intricacies of diagnosing 
and treating heart diseases and are right- 
fully called cardiac specialists. But a good 
general practitioner is capable of handling 
adequately the common kinds of heart ail- 
ments. If he gets a case beyond his knowl- 
edge it is he who first suggests consulta- 
tion with an authority. 

An essential fact for each person to know 
is that it is highly advisable to have a heart 
examination periodically to detect an ail- 
ment in its earliest stage because it is then 
that it can be checked either by a guarded 
life or with medicines. 


Hollywood To Harlem 
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There’s Nothing Wrong With Show Busi- 
ness A Good Show Can’t Cure, and Every 
Night Is Saturday Night in Harlem... . 
e909 

Alex Bradford’s Specials, front-running 
gospel song sextet, have been cashing in 
heavily on their tremendous box-office ap- 
peal due to Bradford’s 100,000-record 
smash, Too Close To Heaven, on Specialty. 
The all-male group have as their manager, 
the comely, hard-bargaining Jean Williams, 
Chicago lawyer, as manager, making them 
the only singing group with a young Negro 
woman lawyer as business and personal 
manager. Jean, niece of Claude W. Hol- 
man, political bigwig and master in 
chancery, has her hands full trying to keep 
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romance out of the deal in which she has 
ilready flown over 30,000 air miles on 
booking missions for the group. 

Old-timer Joe Clark, former topflight 
vaudevillian, is still manager of the hoary 
Indiana Theater in Chicago where in olden 
days Sophie Tucker, Jimmy Durante and 
Bert Williams once performed. Joe is run- 
ning what is perhaps the last authentic 

Midnight Ramble” in the country. On 

typical Saturday night bill he goes to 
bat with such acts as TV and Donald 
O’Connor’s Soatman Crothers, Crip Heard, 
one-armed, one-legged dancing demon; 
Rose Marie and Delberta Lee, wicked- 
hipped shakers; blonde Lana Richards, 
topline Minsky’s stripper; a couple of sing- 

1g quintets, veteran blackface comics Billy 
\lack and Happy Hampton, a chorus line 
of four chicks and Zilner (OP? Man Mose 
Is Dead) Randolph’s four piece band. Joe’s 
casts have included La Bommie, Rose 
Hardaway, Bobby Bruce, the blonde ofay 
tripper; comic Allen Drew and Jessie 
Young, the white dancer turned “Negro.” 


o Oo 9 


One of the best comedy troupes 
on the boards is the Dewey (Pig- 
meat) Markham Co., starring Pig- 
meat, his veteran “straight” man, 
George Wiltshire; and Vivian Harris 
of the Harris sisters. . . . Louis Jor- 
dan is still hunting for another Run 
Joe to record for his comeback on 
the platters. . . . Fritz Pollard, boss- 
man of Harlem’s famed Sun Tan 
Studios on 125th Street, by now is 
about his new assignment of putting 
the all-colored revue in the Cotton 
Club at Atlantic City. Fritz, who col- 
lected the gorgeous chicks for Broad- 


way’s famed Club Zanzibar, is going 
all out with his star, Mable Lee, dy- 
namic singer and dancer, who starred 
for two straight years in Here, There 
and Everywhere at the Palladium in 
London. . . . Maxine Sullivan is 
most likely to go into Chicago’s 
Black Orchid for a long run this fall 
as a followup of her European tri- 
umph. ... Lena Horne usually 
works from a repertoire of 12 songs. 
- - » Tiny Bradshaw says he wants 
no more big band headaches and is 
sticking with his present six-piecer. 
Says he lost $40,000 during the 
1940s with a big outfit. . . . Count 
Basie, who opened Chicago’s Trianon 
Ballroom (it used to bar Negroes 
completely ) is only the first of a long 
line of topflight big bands due there, 
including Duke Ellington, Buddy 
Johnson, Erskine Hawkins and 
others. 
° 
In Harlem, ex-radio disc jockey and em- 
cee Willie Bryant is planning an early re- 
turn to the stage with his own touring unit 
... Willie pioneers a lot of things in show 
business, among them, his once-a-week 
coast-to-coaster, Harlem Hospitality Hour 
variety show over radio CBS and the first 
big all-Negro variety television show star- 
ring Bojangles Robinson, a line of girls 
from the Club Zanzibar, Smalls Paradise 
and other spots. He was on TV and big 
before Milton Berle . . . Well-stacked Ma- 
rina Billingsley, the Detroit exotic dancer, 
who went abroad in 1949, is starring in 
Dancing Darlings of the Continent in 
Spain . . . Princess Orelia, queen of the 
Afro-Cuban dancers, is heading for the 
Mambo Festival in Havana in September. 





Stars and Numbers 
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holds good for entertainment and social 
life. People are more inclined to display 
their better natures and manners at this 
time. 

rhis position of Venus is especially 
stimulating to birthdays under Sagittari- 
ous, Aquarius, Gemini and Leo. A highly 
idealized romance is due to blossom and 
come to fruition during the last week of 
\ugust. While Aries-born are due for a 
change for the better in matters of the 
heart during this month, their paths are 
not entirely clear of delays and obstacles. 

From the 10th to the 22nd, there is a 
healthy mental stimulation in the direction 
of love life and romance. Even some per- 
sons who are generally cool to such in- 
terests may feel the urge and give in due 
to the fast motion of the planet Mercury 
in Leo. Look for the third week in August 
to be highly exciting where ardor and pas- 
ion are concerned. 

There is not the same degree of respon- 
siveness or stimulation prevailing at this 
time of the year for the earth and water 
igns— Taurus, Cancer, Virgo, Scorpio, 
Capricorn and Pisces—as for birthdays 
9) 
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under the fire and air signs. An improved 
outlook can be expected for these signs in 
the months that follow. 

August Ist. 7th, 16th and 28th present 
more favorable vibrations for engagements 
and marriages, as well as for receptions 
and parties. The 5th, 12th and 18th are 
not so well disposed in this respect. The 
full moon of the 13th-14th is the high spot 
of the month for conjugal happiness and 
love life. 

Number combinations are 1, 4 and 8; 
1, 5 and 7; 1, 5 and 6 and 3, 8 and 9. Fol- 
lowing are selected days for August that 
are considered as being more favorable to 
the 12 signs of the zodiac: 

Aries: 1, 6, 7, 9, 12, 14, 16, 22, 25. 

Taurus: 1, 6, 10, 14, 16, 19, 24, 27, 29. 

Gemini: 3, 7, 9, 11, 13, 16, 23, 26, 27. 

Cancer: 1, 6, 14, 15, 16, 19, 20, 23, 29. 

Leo: 4, 6, 9, 14, 18, 20, 22, 25, 31. 

Virgo: 6, 10, 14, 16, 19, 20, 24, 27, 31. 

Libra: 2, 9, 12, 14, 20, 22, 25, 28, 31. 

Scorpio: 1, 5, 11, 14, 16, 20, 23, 24, 27, 
29. 

Sagittarius: 2, 4, 6, 13, 16, 20, 23, 26. 

Capricorn: 5, 10, 15, 16, 19, 23, 27, 29. 

Aquarius: 1, 4, 8, 12, 14, 16, 18, 21, 23, 
30. 
Pisces: 5, 6, 10, 11, 14, 20, 23, 24, 27, 29. 


Dearly Beloved 
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declare that he no longer loves his wife 
always! 


his first obligation is to her... 
Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a young married woman 21 yearg 
old and my husband is 40. We have a son 
who is two and a half years old. The pro 
lem that is worrying me is this: recently 
my husband bought a new car and my son” 
and I had to do without new Easter clothes, 
During the Christmas season, my son and] 
also had to cut down on the shopping be. 
cause my husband paid down on an ex- 
pensive television set. He says that he 
loves us but doesn’t make any sacrifices to 
show it. 

It seems as if we are always doing with- 
out when he wants something, but he never 
gives up anything for us. I have consid. 
ered working but he says that he makes 
enough to support us. He doesn’t want me 
to go anywhere either. Recently, I met a 
young Air Force sergeant, 23 years old. 
He is very nice and says that he loves me 
and the baby. My marriage isn’t a very 
happy one, what should I do? 

MRS. L.V.T. 
Dear Mrs. L.V.T.: 

Your main trouble lies in the fact that 
you were married too young to a man- 
much too old for you. He is no doubt 
overly jealous and for that reason does not 
want you to work or meet and associate 
with other people. According to your let- 
ter, he handles the “purse strings” and 
evidently gives you no money that you can 
call your very own. Before seriously think- 
ing about another man who professes to 
love you and your baby, you should cer- 
tainly try to straighten out your own prob- — 
lem. 

Your husband sounds like a sensible 
man in some ways, but also a selfish, stupid 
person in other ways. Since your main 
worry is financial, try talking to him and 
suggesting that he set aside a small por- 
tion of his income for your own personal 
needs. 


Dear Mrs. Jackson: 

I am a young woman 23 years old. I have 
three children and am expecting the fourth 
baby in April. My husband left me soon 
after I became pregnant. He did wrong but 
I still love him. He says he is coming back 
home but my family and friends say I 
would be crazy to take him back after he 
has left me. I love him and I am so con- 
fused. What should I do? 

Mrs. Jennie S. 
Dear Mrs. S.: 

Don’t let the comments and attitudes of 
your friends and relatives influence your 
actions toward your husband. They do not 
have the responsibility of rearing your chil-” 
dren for they are your sole responsibility 
and so is the problem that concerns your 
husband. I believe that your husband will 
come back home. 
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